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YOUNGE ANDREW 



As I was cast in my ffirst sleepe, 

A dreadffull draught in my mind I drew, 

ffor I was dreamed of one yong man, 

Some men called him yonge Andrew. 

The moone shone bright, and itt cast a ffayre light ; 

Sayes shee, "Welcome, my honey, my hart, and 
my sweete! 
For I have loved thee this seven long yeere, 

And our chance itt was wee cold never meete." 

Then he tooke her in his armes two, 

And kissed her both cheeke and chin; 10 

And twise or thrise he pleased this may 

Before they tow did part in twinn ; 

Saies, " Now, good Sir, you have had your will, 

You can demand no more of mee ; 
Good Sir, remember what you said before, 

And goe to the church and marry mee." 

" fraire maid, I cannott doe as I wold 

Till I am got to my own country; 
Goe home and fett thy fathers redd gold, 

And He goe to the church and marry thee." 20 

This ladye is gone to her frathers hall, 

And well she knew where his red gold [he] lay[nes], 
And counted ffbrth five hundred pound 

Besides all other juells and chaines, 

b 1 
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And brought itt all to younge Andrew ; 

Itt was well counted upon his knee. 
Then he tooke her by the lillye white hand, 

And led her up to one hill soe hye j 

Shee had upon a gowne of blacke velvett ; — 

A pittyffull sight after yee shall see; — 30 

" Put of thy clothes, bonny wenche," he saves, 

" For noe ffoote further thoust gang with mee." 

But then shee put of her gowne of velvett 
With many a salt teare from her eye, 

And in a kirtle of ffine breaden silke 

Shee stood beffore young Andrews eye. 

Sais, " O put off thy kirtle of silke ; 

ffor some and all shall goe with mee : 
And to my owne lady I must itt beare, 

Who I must needs love better then thee." 40 

Then shee put of her kirtle of silke 

With many a salt teare still frrom her eye ; 

In a peticoate of scarlett redd 

Shee stood before young Andrewes eye. 

Saies, " O put of thy peticoate ; 

For some and all of itt shall goe with mee ; 
And to my owne lady I will itt beare, 

Which dwells soe ffarr in a strange countrye." 

But then shee put of her peticoate 

With many a salt teare still from her eye ; 50 

And in a smocke of brave white silke 

Shee stood before young Andrews eye. 
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Saies, " O put of thy smocke of silke ; 

For some and all shall goe with mce ; 
Unto my owne ladye I will it beare, 

That dwells soe flarr in a strange countrye." 

Sayes, " O remember, young Andrew ! 

Once of a woman you were borne ; 
And ffor that birth that Marye bore, 

I pray you let my smocke be upon ! " 60 

" Yes, ffayre ladye, I know itt well j 

Once of a woman I was borne ; 
Yett ffor noe birth that Mary bore, 

Thy smocke shall not be left here upon." 

But then shee put of her head geere ffine ; 

Shee hadd billaments worth a hundred pound ; 
The hayre that was upon this bony wench head 

Covered her bodye downe to the ground. 

Then he pulled forth a Scottish brand, 

And held itt there in his owne right hand ; 70 
Saies, " Whether wilt thou dye upon my swords point, 
ladye, 

Or thow wilt goe naked home againe?" 

" My liffe is sweet, then, Sir," said shee, 

" Therfore I pray you leave mee with mine ; 

Before I wold dye on your swords point, 
I had rather goe naked home againe. 

" My flather," shee sayes, " is a right good erle 

As any remaines in his countrye ; 
If ever he doe your body take, 

Your sure to fflower a gallow tree ; 80 
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" And I have seven brethren,** shee sayes, 

" And they are all hardy men and bold ; 

Giff ever they doe your body take, 

You must never gang quicke over the mold.* 



" If your ffather be a right good erle 

As any remaines in his owne countrye, 

Tush ! he shall never my body take, 
He gang soe ffast over the sea 1 

" If you have seven brethren,** he sayes, 

" If they be never soe hardy or bold ; 90 

Tush ! they shall never my body take ; 

He gang soe ffast into the Scottish mold ! 



»» 



Now this ladye is gone to her fathers hall 
When every body their rest did take ; 

But the erle, which was her ffather [good], 
Lay waken for his deere daughters sake. 

" But who is that,** her ffather can say, 

" That soe privilye knowes that pinn ? ** 

" Its Hellen, your owne deere daughter, ffather 1 

I pray you rise and lett me in.** 100 



" Noe, by my hood ! ** quoth her ffather then, 
" My house thoust never come within, 
Without I had my red gold againe.** 

" Nay, your gold is gone, ffather ! '* said shee. 
" Then naked thou came into this world, 
And naked thou shalt returne againe.** 
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il Nay ! God fforgave His death, father ! shee sayes, 

" And soe I hope you will doe mee." 
" Away, away, thou cursed woman ! 

I pray God an ill death thou may dye ! " no 



« 



Shee stood soe long quacking on the ground 

Till her hart itt burst in three, 
And then shee ffell dead downe in a swoond ; 

And this was the end of this bonny ladye. 

Ithe morning when her ffather gott upp, 
A pittyflull sight there he might see ; 

His owne deere daughter was dead without clothes ! 
They teares they trickeled fast ffrom his eye ; 

Sais, " Fye of gold, and ffye of ffee ! 

For I sett soe much by my red gold 120 

That now itt hath lost both my daughter and mee ! " 

But after this time he neere dought good day, 

But as flowers doth fade in the frrost, 
Soe he did wast and weare away. 

But let us leave talking of this ladye, 

And talke some more of young Andrew, 

ffor flalse he was to this bonny ladye; 

More pitty that itt had not beene true. 

He was not gone a mile into the wild forrest, 

Or halfe a mile into the hart of Wales, 130 

But there they cought him by such a brave wyle 
That hee must come to tell noe more tales. 

fliill soone a wolfe did of him smell, 

And shee came roaring like a beare, 
And gaping like a flfeend of hell ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



Soe they ffought together like two lyons there. 
And fire betweene them two glashet out ; 

They raught eche other such a great rappe, 

That there young Andrew was slaine, well I wott. 

But now young Andrew he is dead ; 140 

But he was never buryed under mold ; 

For ther as the wolfe devoured him 

There lyes all this great erles gold. 
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A JIGGE 



" Margrett, my sweetest Margett ! I must goe ! 

Most dere to mee that never may be soe ; 

As ffortune willes, I cannott itt deny." 

" Then know thy love, thy Margarett, shee must dye." 

" Not ffor the gold that ever Croessus hadd, 
Wold I once see thy sweetest lookes soe fade ; 
Nor ffor all that my eyes did ever see, 
Wold I once part thy sweetest love from mee ; 

" The King comands, and I must to the warres." 
" Thers others more enow to end those cares." 10 

" But I am one appointed ffor to goe, 
And I dare not ffor my liffe once say noe." 



»» 



" O marry mee, and you may stay att home ! 
ffull thirty weekes you know that I am gone. 
" Theres time enough ; another ffather take ; 
Heele love thee well, and not thy child forsake. 



" And have I doted over thy sweetest flace ? 

And dost infring the things I have in chase — 

Thy ffaith, I meane ? but I will wend with thee.' 

" Itt is to ffar ffor Pegg to goe with mee." 20 

" I will goe with thee, my love, both night and day, 
And I will beare thy sword like lakyney ; lead the way ! " 
" But wee must ryde, and will you ffollow then 
Amongst a troope of us thats armed men ? " 
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" He beare thy lance, and grinde thy srirropp too, 
lie rub thy horsse, and more then that lie doo." 
" But Margretts ffingars, they be all to ffine 
To stand and waite when shee shall see mee dine." 

" He see you dine, and wayte still att your backe, 
He give you wine or any thing you lacke." 30 

" But youle repine when you shall see mee have 
A dainty wench that is both ffine and brave." 

" He love thy wench, my sweetest love, I vow, 
lie watch the time when shee may pleasure you ! 
" But you will greeve to see us lye in bedd ; 
And you must watch still in anothers steede." 

" He watch my love to see you take your rest ; 
And when you sleepe, then shall I thinke me blest.* 
" The time will come, delivered you must bee ; 
Then in the campe you will discredditt mee.'* 40 

" He goe ffrom thee beffor that time shalbee ; 
When all his well, my love againe He see.'* 
" All will not serve, ffor Margarett may not goe ; 
Then doe resolve, my love, what else to doe.'* 

" Must I not goe ? why then, sweete love, adew ! 
Needs must I dye, but yet in dying trew ! " 
" A ! stay, my love ! I love my Margarett well, 
And heere I wow with Margarett still to dwell ! " 

" Give me thy hand ! thy Margarett lives againe ! " 

" Heeres my hand! He never breed thee paine! 50 

I kisse my love in token that is soe ; 

Wee will be wedd : come, Margarett, let us goe.' 

ffinis 
8 
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EGLAMORE 



[First Part] 

Jesus Christ, heaven King ! 
Grant us all his deere blessinge, 

And builde us in his bower ! 
And give them joye that will heare 
Of elders that before us were, 

That lived in great honor. 
I will tell you of a knight 
That was both hardye and wight, 

And stifle in everye stower ; 
And wher any deeds of armes were, 10 

Hee wan the prize with sheeld and speare, 

And ever he was the Slower. 



In Artoys the knight was borne, 
And his flather him beforne ; 

Listen ; I will you say. 
Sir Prinsamoure the erle hight; 
And Eglamore they hight the knight 

That curteous was alway ; 
And he was for a man verament, 
With the erle was he bent, 20 

To none he wold say nay. 

The erle had noe child but one, 
A maiden as white as whalles bone, 

That his right heyre shold bee ; 
Christabell was the ladyes name ; 
A ffairer maid then shee was ane 

Was none in Christentye. 
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Christabell soe well her bore ; 
The erle loved nothing more 

Then his daughter ffree ; 30 

Soe did that gentle knight 
That was soe full of might ; 

It was the more pittye. 

The knight was both hardy and snell, 
And knew the ladye loved him well ; 

Listen a while and dwell. 
Lords came ffrom many a land 
Her to have, I understand, 

With fforce ffold and ffell. 
Sir Prinsamoure then did crye 40 

Strong justing and turnamentrye 

For the love of Christabell. 
What man that did her crave, 
Such stroakes Eglamore him gave, 

That downe right he ffell. 

To his chamberlaine then gan he sa[y], 
" ffrom thee I cann hyde nought away," 

(Where they did together rest j) 
" ftaire ffrand, nought to laine, 
My councell thou wold not saine; 50 

On thee is all my trust." 
" Master," hee said, " per ma fey, 
What-soever you to me say, 

I shall itt never out cast." 
" The erles daughter, soe God me save, 
The love of her but that I have, 

My lifFe itt may not last." 

" Master," said the young man ffree, 
" You have told me your privitye ; 

I will give you answere 60 

10 
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To this tale : I understand 
You are a knight of litle land, 

And much wold have more j 
If I shold to that ladye goe 
And show your hart and love, 

Shee lightlye wold let me fare ; 
The man that heweth over hye, 
Some chipp fFalleth on his eye; 

Thus doth it ever fare. 



" Remember, master, of one thing, 70 

That shee wold have both erle and king, 

And many a bold barron alsoe ; 
The ladye will have none of those, 
But in her maidenhead hold ; 
ffor wist her fiather, by heaven King, 
That you were sett on such a thinge, 

Right deere itt shold be bought. 
Trow yee shee wold king fForsake, 
And such a simple knight take, 

But if you have loved her of old ? " 80 



The knight answerd ffull mild : 
" Ever since I was a child 

Thou hast beene loved of mee. 
In any justing or any stower, 
Saw you me have any dishonor 

In battell where I have bee ? " 
" Nay, master, att all rights 
You are one of the best knights 

In all Christentye; 
In deeds of armes, by God alive, 90 

Thy body is worth other five." 

" Gramercy, Sir," sayd hee. 

11 
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Eglamore sighed, and said noc more, 
But to his chamber gan hee flare, 

That richelye was wrought. 
To God his hands he held up soone, 
" Lord ! " he said, " grant me a boone 

As Thou on roode me bought! 
The erles daughter, ffaire and ffree, 
That shee may my wiffe bee, ioo 

ffor shee is most in my thought; 
That I may wed her to my wiffe, 
And in joy to lead our liffe ; 

From care then were I brought." 



On the morrow that maiden small 
Eate with her ffather in the hall, 

That was soe faire and bright. 
All the knights were at meate save hee ; 
The ladye said, " For Gods pittye, 

Where is Sir Eglamore my knight?" no 

His squier answerd with heavye cheere, 
" He is sicke, and dead ffull neere, 

He prayeth you of a sight; 
He is now cast in such a care, 
But if he mends not of his fare 

He liveth not to night." 



The erle unto his daughter spake, 
" Damsell," he said, " for God sake 

Listen unto mee ! 
After me doe, as I thee hend; 120 

To his chamber see thou wend, 

ffor hee was curteous and flree ; 
ffull trulye with his intent, 
With justing and in turnament, 

12 
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He said us never nay ; 
If any deeds of armes were, 
He wan the prize with turnay cleere ; 

Our worshippe for ever and aye." 

Then after meate that ladye gent 

Did affter her fathers comandement, 130 

Shee busked her to wend. 
Forth shee went withouten more, 
For nothing wold shee spare, 

But went there as hee lay. 
" Master," said the squier, " be of good cheere, 
Heere cometh the erles daughter deere, 

Some words to you to say." 



And then said that ladye bright, 

" How fareth Sir Eglamore my knight, 

That is a man right fiaire? " 140 

" Forsoothe, Ladye, as you may see, 
With woe I am bound for the love of yee, 

In longing and in care." 
" Sir," shee said, " By Gods pittye, 
If you be agrreeved nor mee, 

Itt wold greeve me full sore ! " 
" Dam sell, if I might turne to liffe, 
I wold have you to my wiffe, 

If itt your will were." 



" Sir," shee said, " soe mote I thee, 150 

You are a noble knight and flree, 

And come of gentle blood; 
A manfull man you are in ffeild 
To win the gree with speare and sheeld 

Nobly by the roode; 

13 
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Sir, att my ffather read you witt, 
And see what hee will say to itt; 

Or if his will bee good, 
And if that hee be att assent, 
As I am true ladie and gent, 160 

My will it shalbe good." 

The knight desired noe other blisse 
When he had gotten his grantesse, 

But made royall cheere ; 
He comanded a squier to goe 
To ffeitch gold, a hundred or towe, 

And give the maidens cleere. 
Sir Eglamore said, " Soe have I blisse ! 
To your marriage I give you this, 

ffor yee never come heere yore." 170 

The lady then thanked and kissed the knight ; 
Shee tooke her leave anon-right, 

" Farwell, my true sonne deere." 

Then homeward shee tooke the way. 
" Welcome ! " sayd the Erie, " in flay, 

Tell mee how have yee doone. 
Say, my daughter as white as any flower, 
How frareth my knight Sir Eglamore ? " 

And shee answered him soone : 
" fforsooth, to mee he hartilye sware 180 

He was amended of his care, 

Good comfort hath hee tane ; 
He told me and my maidens hende, 
That hee unto the river wold wend 

With hounds and hawkes right." 

The erle said, " Soe mote I thee, 
With him will I ryde that sight to see, 
To make my hart more light." 

H 
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On the morrow, when itt was day, 

Sir Eglamore tooke the way 190 

To the river ffiill right. 
The erle made him redye there, 
And both rode to they river 

To see some ffaire might. 
All they day they made good cheere : 
A wrath began, as you may heare, 

Long ere itt was night. 

As they rode homeward in the way, 
Sir Eglamore to the erle gan say, 

" My lord, will you now heare? " 200 

" All ready, Eglamore ; in flay, 
Whatsoever you to me say, 

To me itt is ffull deere ; 
ffor why, the doughtyest art thou 
That dwelleth in this land now, 

For to beare sheeld and speare." 
" My lord," he said, " of charitye, 
Christabell your daughter ffiree, 

When shall shee have a ffeere ? " 

The erle said, " Soe God me save, 210 

I know noe man that shee wold have, 

My daughter faire and cleere." 
" Now, good lord, I you pray, 
For I have served you many a day, 

To give me her withouten nay." 
The erle said, " By Gods paine, 
If thou her winne as I shall saine, 

By deeds of armes three, 
Then shalt thou have my daughter deere, 
And all Artois flarr and neere." 220 

" Gramercy, sir ! " said hee. * 

15 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sir Eglamore sware> " Soe mote I thee, 
Att my journey ffaine wold I be ! " 

Right soone he made him yare. 
The erle said, " Here by west 
Dwelleth a gyant in a fforrest, — 

fFowler never saw I ere ; — 
Therin be trees flaire and long, 
Three harts run them amonge, 

The fairest that on ffoot gone. 230 

Sir, might yee bring one away, 
Then durst I boldly say 

That yee had beene there.'* 



" fforsooth," said Eglamore then, 
" If that hee be a Christyan man, 

I shall him never fforsake." 
The erle said in good cheere, 
" With him shalt thou flight in feere ; 

His name is Sir Marroccke." 
The knight thought on Christabell ; 240 

He swore by Him that harrowed hell, 

Him wold he never fforsake. — 
" Sir, keepe well my lady and my land ! " 
Therto the erle held up his hand, 

And trothes they did strike. 



Then afterwards, as I you say, 
Sir Eglamore tooke the way 

To that ladye soe ffree : 
" Damsel]," hee said to her anon, 
" ffor your love I have undertane 250 

Deeds of armes three." 
" Good sir," shee said, " be merry and glad ; 
ffor a worsse journey you never had 

16 
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In noe Christyan countrye. 
If God grant flrom His grace 
That [y]ee may flrom that journey apace, 

God grant it may be soe ! 

" Sir, if you be on hunting ffound, 
I shall you give a good greyhound 

That is dun as a doe ; 260 

ffor as I am a true gentle woman, 
There was never deere that he att ran 

That might scape him ffroe : 
Alsoe a sword I give thee, 
That was ffound in the sea ; 

Of such I know noe moe. 
If you have happ to keepe itt weele, 
There is no helme of iron nor Steele 

But itt wold carve in two. 



Second Parte 



Eglamore kissed that lady gent ; 270 

He tooke his leave, and fforth hee went. 

His way now hath hee tane ; 
The hye streetes held he west 
Till he came to the fforrest; 

fiarrer saw he never none, 
With trees of cypresse lying out. 
The wood was walled round abowt 

With strong walles of stone ; 
fforthe he rade, as I understand, 
Till he came to a gate that he ffand, 280 

And therin is he gone. 
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His home he blew in that tyde ; 
Harts start upp on every side, 

And a noble deere frull prest. 
The hounds att the deere gan bay ; 
With that heard the gyant where he lay ; 

Itt lett him of his rest ; 
" Methinketh, by hounds that I heare, 
That there is one hunting my deare; 

It were better that he cease 1 290 

By Him that wore the crowne of thorrie, 
In a worse time he never blew a home, 

Ne dearer bought a messe ! " 



Marrocke the gyant tooke the way 
Thorrow the fforrest were itt lay ; 

To the gate he sett his backe. 
Sir Eglamore hath done to dead, 
Slaine a hart, and smitten off his head ; 

The prize he blew frull shrill ; 
And when he came where the gyant was, 300 

" Good Sir," he sayd, " lett me passe, 

If that itt be your will." 
" Nay, traitor, thou art tane ! 
My principall hart thou hast slaine ! 

Thou shalt itt like ffull ill." 



The gyant att the chase, 
A great clubb up hee takes, 

That villanous was and great ; 
Such a stroke hee him gave 
That into the earth went his staffe, 310 

A ffoote on every side. 
" Traitor ! " he said, " what doest thou here 
In my fforrest to slay my deere? 
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Here shalt thou now abyde." 
Eglamore his sword out drew, 
And in his sight made such a shew, 

And made him blind that tyde. 

How-be-itt he lost his sight, 

He ffought with Sir Eglamore that knight 

Two dayes and some deale more; 320 

Till the third day att prime 
Sir Eglamore waited his time, 

And to the hart him bare. 
Through Gods might and his kniffe, 
There the gyant lost his liffe ; 

flast he began to rore. 
ffor certaine sooth, as I you say, 
When he was meaten there he lay, 

He was fifteen ffoote and more. 

Through the might of God, and his kniffe, 330 

Thus hath the gyant lost his liffe ; 

He may thanke God of his boone ! 
The gyants head with him hee bare 
The right way as hee ffound there, 

Till hee came to the castle of stone. 
All the whole court came him againe ; 
" Such a head," they gan saine, 

" Saw they never none." 
Before the erle he itt bare, 

" My lord," he said, " I have beene there, 340 

• In witnesse of you all ! " 

The erle said, " Sith itt is done, 

Another journey there shall come soone, — 

Buske thee and make thee yare, — 
To Sattin, that countrye, 
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ffor therin may noe man bee 

For doubt of a bore ; 
His tuskes are a yard long ; 
What fflesh that they doe come among, 

Itt covereth never more; 350 

Both man and beast itt slayeth, 
All that ever hee over-taketh, 

And giveth them wounds sore." 



Sir Eglamore wold not gaine-say, 
He tooke his leave and went his way, 

To his journey went hee. 
Towards Sattin, I understand, 
A ffortnight he went on land, 

And alsoe soe long on sea. 
Itt ffell againe in the even tyde, 360 

In the fforrest he did ryde 

Wheras the bore shold bee ; 
And tydings of the bore soone hee ffound ; 
By him men lay dead on many a land, 

That pittye itt was to see. 



Sir Eglamore that knight awoke, 
And privilye lay under an oke ; 

Till morrow the sun shone bright, 
In the fforrest ffast did hee lye ; 
Of the bore he hard a crye, 370 

And neerer he gan gone right, 
ffaire helmes he ffound in fere 
That men of armes had lefft there, 

That the bore had slaine. 
Eglamore to the cliffe went hee, 
He saw the bore come from the sea, 

His morne draught had he tane. 
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The bore saw where the knight stood, 
His tuskes he whetted as he were wood, 

To him he drew that tyde. 380 

Sir Eglamore weened well what to doe, 
With a speare he rode him to 

As flast as he might ryde. 
All if hee rode never soe ffast, 
The good speare assunder brast, 

It wold not in the hyde. 
That bore did him woe enoughe, 
His good horsse under him he slough ; 

On ffoote then must hee byde. 



Eglamore saw no boote that tyde, 390 

But to an oake he sett his side 

Amongst the trees great; 
His good sword he drew out then, 
And smote upon the wild swine 

Two dayes and some deale mora; 
Till the third day att noone 
Eglamore thought his liffe was doone 

For ffightting with that bore ; 
Then Eglamore with egar mood 
Smote of the bores head ; 400 

His tuskes he smote of thore. 



The King of Sattin on hunting fare 
With fifteen armed men and more ; 

The bore loud hard* he yell ; 
He camanded a squier to flare, 
" Some man is in his perill there ! 

I trow to long wee dwell." 
No longer wold the sq[ui]er tarry, 
But rode fast thither, by St. Marye, 



21 



Digitized by 



Google 



He was therto fliill snell; 410 

Up to the cliffe rode hee thore ; 
Sir Eglamore ffought ftast with the bore 

With stroakes fFeirce and ffell. 

The squier stood and beheld them two, 
Hee went againe and told soe, 

" fforsooth the bore is slaine." 
" Lord ! Saint Mary ! how may this bee ? " 
" A knight is yonder certainlye 

That was the bores bane ; 
Of gold he beareth a seemly sight, 420 

In a ffeeld of azure an armed knight, 

To battell as hee shold gone ; 
And on the crest upon the head is 
A ladye made in her likenesse ; 

His spures are sable eche one." 

The King said, " Soe mote I thee, 
Those rich armers I will see : " 

And thither hee tooke the way. 
By that time Sir Eglamore 
Had overcome the sharp stoure, 430 

And overthawrt the bore lay. 
The King said, " God rest with thee ! " 
" My Lord," said Eglamore, " welcome be yee, 

Of peace now I thee pray ! 
I have soe ffoughten with the bore 
That certainlye I may noe more ; 

This is the third day." 

They all said anon-right, 

" Great sinn itt were with thee to flight, 

Or to doe thee any teene ; 440 

Manffully thou hast slaine this bore 
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That hath done hurt sore, 

And many a mans death hath beene; 
Thou hast manfully under sheeld 
Slaine this bore in the fleild, 

That all wee have seene ! 
This have I wist, the sooth to say, 
He hath slaine forty on a day 

Of my armed knights keene ! 



Meat and drinke they him brought, 450 

Rich wine they spared nought, 

And white clothes they spread. 
The King said, " Soe mote I thee, 
I will dine for love of thee ; 

Thou hast been hard bestead.'* 
" Forsoooth," then Sir Eglamore saies, 
" I have ffought these four dayes, 

And not a ffoote him ffledd." 
Then said the King, " I pray thee 
All night to dwell with mee, 460 

And rest thee on a bedd." 



And after meate, the soothe to say, 
The King Sir Eglamore did pray 

' Of what country hee was.' 
" My name," he said, " is Sir Eglamore : 
I dwell alsoe with Sir Prinsamoure, 

That erle is of Artoys." 
Then lords to the King drew, 
" This is hee that Sir Marroccke slew, 

The gyants brother Mamasse. 470 

" Sir," said the King, " I pray thee 
These three dayes to dwell with mee, 

From mee thou shalt not passe ; 

*3 



Digitized by 



Google 



" There dwelleth a gyant here beside ; 
My daughter that is of micklell pride, 

He wold have me ffroe ; 
I dare to no place goe out 
But men of armes be me about, 

For dread of my foe. 
The bore thou hast slaine here, 480 

That hath lived here this fifteen yeere 

Christen men for to sloe. 
Now is he gone with sorrow enough 
To berye his brother that thou slough, 

That evyrmore be hym woo t " 

To break the bore they went fFull tyte ; 
There was noe kniffe that wold him bitte, 

Soe hard of hyde was hee. 
" Sir Eglamore, thou him sloughe ; 
I trow thy sword be good enough ; 490 

Have done, I pray thee." 
Eglamore to the bore gan gone, 
And clave him by the ridge bone, 

That joy itt was to see ; 
" Lordings," he said, " great and small, 
Give me the head and take you all ; 

For why, that is my ffee." 

The King said, " Soe God me save ! 
The head thou shalt have ; 

Thou hast itt bought full deere ! " 500 

All the countrye was flaine, 
For the wild bore was slaine, 

They made ffull royall cheere. 
The Queene said, " God send us from shame ! 
ffor when the gyant cometh home, 

New tydings shall be here." 
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Against even the King did dight 
A bath ffor that gentle knight, 

That was of erbes good. 
Sir Eglamore therin lay 510 

Till itt was light of the day, 

That men to mattins yode. 



Third Part 

By the time he had heard masse, 
The gyant to this place come was, 

And cryed as hee were wood ; 
" Sir King," he said, " send unto mee 
Arnada thy daughter ffree, 

Or I shall spill thy blood." 

Sir Eglamore anon-right 

In good armour he him dight, 520 

And upon the walles he yode ; 
He camanded a squier to beare 
The bores head upon a speare, 

That the gyant might itt see. 
And when he looked on the head, 
" Alas ! " he said, " art thou dead ? 

My trust was all in thee ! 
Now by the law that I live in, 
My litle speckeled hoglin, 

Deare bought shall thy death bee!" 530 

The gyant on the walls donge ; 
Att every stroke fyer out spronge ; 

For nothing wold he spare. 
Towards the castle gan he crye, 
" False traitor, thou shalt dye 

For slaying of my bore ! 
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Your strong walks I doe downe ding, 
And with my hands I shall the hange 

Ere that I ffurther passe." 
But through the grace of God almight, 540 

The gyant had his ffill of fight, 

And therto some deale more. 



Sir Eglamore was not agast ; 

On might-mill God was all his trust, 

And on his sword soe good. 
To Eglamore said the King then, 
" Best is to arme us everye man ; 

This theefe, I hold him woode." 



Sir Eglamore sware by the roode, 

" I shall him assay if hee were wood ; 550 

Mickle is Gods might I " 
He rode a course to say his steed, 
He tooke his helme and forth hee yeede ; 

All men prayed for that knight. 



Sir Eglamore into the ffeild taketh ; 
The gyant see him, and to him goeth ; 

" Welcome," he said, " my fleere I 
Thou art hee that slew my bore ! 
That shalt thou repent ffull sore, 

And buy itt wonderous deere! " 560 

Sir Eglamore weened well what to doe ; 
With a speare he rode him to, 

As a man of armes cleere. 
Against him the gyant was redy bowne, 
But horsse and man he bare all downe, 

That dead he was fHill nere. 
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Sir Eglamore cold noe better read, 
But what time his horsse was dead, 

To his ffoote he hath him tane ; 
And then Eglamore to him gan goe; 570 

The right arme he smote him froe, 

Even by the sholder bone ; 
And tho he had lost his hand, 
All day hee stood a ffightand 

Till the ssun to rest gan goe ; 
The sooth to say, withouten lye, 
He so b[l]ed and was soe drye 

That liffe him lasteth none. 

All that on the walles were, 

When they heard the gyant rore, 580 

ffor joy the bells they ring. 
Edmond was the Kings name,- 
Swore to Sir Eglamore, " By St. Jame, 

Here shalt thou be king ! 
To-morrow thow shalt crowned bee, 
And thou shalt wed my daughter ffree 

With a curyous rich ringe ! " 
Eglamore answered with words mild : 
" God give you joy of your child ! 

ffor here I may not abyde longe." 590 

" Sir Eglamore, for thy doughtye deede 
Thou shalt not be called lewd 

In noe place where thou goe I " 
Then said Arnada, that sweete thing, 
" Have here of me a gold ring 

With a precyous stone ; 
Where-soe you bee on water or land, 
And this ring upon your hand, 

Nothing may you slone." 
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" Gramercy ! " sayd Eglamore flree. 600 

" This fifteen yeeres will I abyde thee, 

Soe that you will me wed ; 
This will I sweare, soe God me save, 
King ne prince nor none will have, 

If they be comlye cladd ! " 
" Damsell," he said, " by my flay, 
By that time I will you say 

How that I have spedd." 
He tooke the gyants head and the bore, 
And towards Artoys did he flare, 610 

God helpe [him] att neede ! 

By that seven weekes were comen to end, 
Even att Artoys he did lend, 

Wheras Prinsamoure was. 
The erle therof was greatly feine 
That Eglamore was come againe ; 

Soe was both more and lesse. 
When Christabell as white as swan, 
Heard tell how Eglamore was come, 

To him shee went full yare ; 620 

The knight kissed that lady gent, 
Then into the hall hee went 

The erle for to teene. 
The erle answered and was ffull woe 
" What devill ! may nothing thee sloe ? 

Forsooth, right as I weene, 
Thou art about, as I understand, 
For to winn Artoys and all my land, 

And alsoe my daughter cleane." 

Sir Eglamore said, " Soe mote I thee 630 

Not but if I worthy bee ; 

Soe God give me good read ! " 
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The erle said, " Such chance may flail, 
That one may come and quitt all, 

Be thou never so prest." 
" But, good lord, I you pray, 
Of twelve weekes to give me day, 

My weary body to rest." 
Twelve weekes were granted then 
By prayer of many a gentleman, 640 

And comforted him with the best. 

Sir Eglamore after supper 
Went to Christabells chamber 

With torches burning bright. 
The ladye was of soe great pride, 
Shee sett him on her bedside, 

And said, " Welcome, Sir knight ! " 
Then Eglamore did her tell 
Of adventures that him befell, 

But there he dwelled all night. 650 

" Damsell," he said, " soe God me speed, 
I hope in God you for to wedd ! " 

And then their trothes they plight. 

By that twelve weekes were come and gone, 
Christabbell that was as faire as sunn, 

All wan waxed her hewe. 
Shee said unto her maidens ffree, 
" In that yee know my privitye, 

Looke that yee bee trew ! " 
The erle angerlye gan flare, 660 

He said to Eglamore, " Make thee yare 

For thy journey a-new 1 " 
When Christabell therof heard [say], 
Shee mourned night and day, 

That all men might her rue. 
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The erle said, " There is mee told long, 
Beside Roome there is a dragon strong ; 

Forsooth as I you say, 
The dragon is of such renowne 
There dare noe man come neere the towne 670 

By five miles and more ; 
Arme thee well and thither wend ; 
Looke that thou slay him with thy hand, 

Or else say mee nay." 

Sir Eglamore to the chamber went, 
And tooke his leave of the ladye gent, 

White as Slower on ffeelde; 
" Damsell," he said, " I have to doone ; 
I am to goe, and come againe right soone 

Through the might of Marry mild. 680 

A gold ring I will give thee ; 
Keepe itt well for the love of mee 

If Christ send me a child." 
And then, in Romans as wee say, 
To great Roome he tooke his way, 

To seeke the dragon wild. 

If he were never soe hardye a knight, 
When of the dragon he had a sight, 

His hart began to be cold. 
Anon the dragon waxed wrothe, 690 

He smote Sir Eglamore and his steed bothe, 

That both to ground they ffell. 
Eglamore rose, and to him sett, 
And on that ffowle worme hee bett 

With stroakes many and bold ; 

The dragon shott fire with his mouth 

Like the devill of hell ; 
Sir Eglamore neere him gan goe, 
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And smote his taile halfe him irroe ; 

Then he began to yell, 700 

And with the stumpe that yett was leaved 
He smote Sir Eglamore on the head ; 

That stroake was ffeirce and ffell. 



Sir Eglamore neere him gan goe, 
The dragons head he smote of thoe, 

fForsooth as I you say, 
His wings he smote of alsoe, 
He smote the ridge bone in two, 

And wan the ffeild that day. 
The Emperour of Roome lay in his tower 710 

And ffast beheld Sir Eglamore, 

And to his knights gan say, 
" Doe cry in Roome, the dragons slaine ! 
A knight him slew with might and maine, 

Manfully, by my ffay ! " 
Through Roome they made a crye, 
Every officer in his baylye, 

The dragon is slaine this day ! " 



c< 



And then the Emperour tooke the way 

To the place where Eglamore lay, 720 

Beside that ffoule thing, 
With all that might ride or gone. 
Sir Eglamore they have up tane, 

And to the towne they can him bring ; 
flbr joy that they dragon was slaine, 
They came with procession him againe, 

And bells they did ringe. 
The Emperour of Roome brought him soone, 
Cons tan tine, that was his name, 

A lord of great longinge. 730 
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All that ever saw his head, 

They said that Eglamore was but dead, 

That knight Sir Eglamore. 
The Emperour had a daughter bright, 
Shee undertooke to heale the knight ; 

Her name was Vyardus. 
With good salves shee healed his head 
And saved him ffrom the dead, 

That lady of great valours : 
And there within a little stond 740 

Shee made Sir Eglamore whole and sound ; 

God give her honor ! 



Fourth Parte 

Anon word came to Artois 
How that the dragon slain e was : 

A knight that deede had done. 
Soe long at the leeche-craft he did dwell, 
That a ffaire sonne had Christabell 

As white as whales bone. 
Then the erle made his vow, 
" Daughter! into the sea shalt thou 750 

In a shipp thy selfe alone ! 
Thy younge sonne shall be thy fere, 
Christendome getteth itt none here ! " — 

Her maidens wept eche one. 



Her mother in swoone did flail, 
Right soe did her ffreinds all 

That wold her any good. 
" Good lord," she said, " I you pray, 
Let some prest a gospell say, 

ffor doubt of ffeendes in the mood. 760 
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flarwell," shee said, "my maidens frree! 
Greet well my lord when you him see." 

They wept as thev were woode. 
Leave wee now Sir Eglamore, 
And speake wee more of that ladye mower 

That unknown wayes y[o]de. 

The shipp drove fforth night and day 
Up to a rocke, the sooth to say, 

Where wild beasts did run. 
Shee was mill ffaine, I understand; 770 

Shee wend shee had beene in some [known] land, 

And up then gan shee wend. 
Noe manner of men ffound shee there, 
That ffoules and beasts that were there, 

flast they filed frrom land. 
There came a griffon that rought her care ; 
Her younge child away hee bare 

Into a countrye unknowne. 

The ladye wept, and said 'Alas 

That ever shee borne was! * 780 

" My child is taken me ffroe ! " 
The King of Isarell on huntinge went ; 
He saw where the ffoule lent ; 

Towards him gan he goe. 
A griffon, the Booke saith that he hight, 
That in Isarell did light, 

That wrought that ladye woe. 
The ffoule smote him with his bill, 
The child cryed and liked ill ; 

The griffon then lefrt him there. 790 

A gentlewoman to that [child] gan passe, 
And lappt itt in a mantle of scarlett was, 
And with a rich pane. 
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The child was large of Km and lythe, 
A girdle of gold itt was bound with, 

With worsse cloth itt was cladd. 
The King swore by the rood, 
" The child is come of gentle blood, 

Whersoever that hee was tane ; 
And for he ffroe the griffon ffell, 800 

They named the child Degrabell, 

That lost was in wilsome way. 

The King wold hunt noe more that tyde, 
But with the child homeward gan ryde, 

That frrom the griffon was hent. 
" Madam," he said to his Queene, 
" mill oft 1 have a hunting beene ; 

This day God hath me lent." 
Of that child he was blythe ; 
After nurses shee went belive; 810 

The child was lovelye gent. 
Leave wee now of this divide, 
And talke wee of his mother mild, 

To what land God her sent. 



All that night on the rocke shee lay ; 
A wind rose upon the day, 

And ffirom the land her driveth. 
In that shipp was neither mast nor ore, 
But every streame upon other 

That ffast upon her driveth. 820 

And as the great Booke of Roome saies, 
Shee was without meate five dayes 

Among the great clifFes. 
By that five dayes were gone, 
God sent her succour soone ; 

In iEgipt shee arrived. 
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The King of iEgipt lay in his tower, 
And saw the ladye as white as Slower, 

That came right neere the land ; 
He comanded a squire flree 830 

To " Looke what in that shipp might bee 

That is upon the sand." 
The squier went thither frull tite 
On the shipbord he did smite, 

A ladye up then gan stand; 
Shee might not speake to him a word, 
But lay and looked over the bord, 

And made signes with her hand. 

The squier wist not what shee ment ; 

Againe to the King he went, 840 

And kneeled on his knee : 
" Lord, in the shipp nothing is, 
Saving one in a womans likenesse 

That ffast looked on mee. 
But on shee be of fflesh and bone, 
A ffairer saw I never none, 

Save my Ladye soe irree! 
Shee maketh signes with her hand ; 
Shee seemeth of some flarr land ; 

Unknowen shee is to mee. 850 

Sir Marmaduke highet the King, 
He went to see that sweet thing, 

He went a good pace. 
To the ladye he said in same, 
" Speake, woman, on Gods name ! " 

Against him shee r[a]se. 
The lady that was soe meeke and milde, 
Shee had bewept sore her child, 

That almost gone shee was. 
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Home to the court they her ledd, 860 

With good meates they her ffedd ; 
With good will shee itt taketh. 

" Now, good damsell," said the King, 

" Where were you borne, my sweet thing ? 

Yee are soe bright of blee." 
" Lord, in Artois borne I was ; 
Sir Prinsamoure my ffather was, 

That lord is of that countrye ; 
I and my maidens went to play 
By an arme of the sea ; 870 

Jocund wee were and jollye : 
They wind was lithe, a bote there stood, 
I and my squier in yode, 

But unchristened was hee. 

" On land I lefft my maidens all, 
My younge squier on sleepe gan flail, 

My mantle al on him I threw ; 
A griffon there came that rought me care, 
My younge squier away hee bare, 

Southeast with him hee drew.** 880 

" Damsell,*' he said, " be of good cheere, 
Thou art my brothers daughter deere." 

ffor joy of him shee louge ; 
And there shee did still dwell 
Till time that better beffell, 

With joy and mirth enoughe. 

[Fifth Parte] 

Now is Eglamore whole and sound, 
And well healed of his wound ; 

Homeward then wold hee flare. 
Of the Emperour he tooke leave, I-wis, 890 
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Of the daughter, and of the Empresse, 

And of all the meany that were there. 
Christabell was most in his thought: 
The dragons head hee home brought ; 

On his speare he itt bare. 
By that seven weekes were come to end, 
In the land of Artoys can he lend, 
Wheras the Erie gan ffare. 



In the court was told, as I understand, 

How that Eglamore was come to land 900 

With the dragons head. 
His squier rode againe him soone, 
" Sir, thus hath our lord doone ; 

ffaire Christabell is dead ! 
A ffaire sonne shee had borne ; 
Bothe they are now fforlorne 

Through his ffalse read ; 
In a shipp hee put them two, 
And with the wind let them goe." 

Then swooned he where hee stood. 910 



" Alas ! " then said the knight soe ifree, 
" Lord ! where may my maidens bee 

That in her chamber was ? " 
The squier answered him ffull soone, 
" As soone as shee was doone, 

Ech one their way did passe." 
Eglamore went into the hall 
Before the squiers and knights all : 

" And thou, Erie of Artoys ! 
Take," he said, " the dragons head ! 920 

All his mine that here his lead ! 

What dost thou in this place ? " 
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Great dole itt was to heere 

When he called Christabell his fere : 

" What ! art thou drowned in the sea ? 
God that dyed on the rood bitterlye, 
On thy soule have mercye, 

And on that younge child soe nree ! " 
The Erie was soe feard of Eglamore 
That he was ffaine to take his tower; 930 

That evermore woe him bee ! 
Eglamore said, " Soe God me save, 
All that the order of knight-hoode will have, 

Rise up and goe with mee ! " 



They were mail faine to do his will ; 
Up they rose, and came him till ; 

He gave them order soone. 
The while that he in hall abode, 
Thirty-two knights he made, 

ffrom morne till itt was noone. 940 

Those that living had none, 
He gave them living to live upon, 

ffor Christabell to pray soone. 
Then anon, I understand, 
He tooke the way to the Holy Land, 

Where God on the rood was done. 



Sir Eglamore, as you heare, 
He dwelled there fifteen yeere 

The heathen men amonge ; 
ffull manffullye he there him bare, 950 

Where any deeds of armes were, 

Against him that lived wronge. 
In battell or in turnament 
There might no man withstand his dent, 

38 



Digitized by 



Google 



But downe right he him thronge. 
By that fifteen yeeres were gone, 
His sonne that the griffon had tane, 

Was waxen both stiffe and stronge. 

Now was Degrabell waxen wight ; 

The King of Isarell dubbd him a knight 960 

And prince with his hand. 
Listen, lords great and small, 
Of what manner of armes he bare, 

And yet will understand : 
He bare in azure, a griffon of gold 
Richlye portrayed in the mold, 

On his clawes hanginge 
A man child in a mantle round 
And with a girdle of gold bound, 

Without any leasinge. 970 

The King of Isarell, hee waxed old ; 
To Degrabell his sonne he told, 

" I wold thou had a wifle 
While that I live, my sonne deere ; 
When I am dead, thou hast noe fibre, 

Riches is soe riffe." 
A messenger stoode by the King : 
" In ^gipt is a sweet thing, 

I know noe such on live ; 
The King, fforsooth, this oath hath sworne, 980 

There shall none her have that is borne 

But he winne her by striffe." 
The King said, " By the rood, 
Wee will not lett if shee bee good ; 

Have done, and buske us swythe." 
Anon-right they made them yare, 
And their armour to the shipp they bare, 

To passe the watter belive. 
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By tthat seven dayes were comen to end, 

In -dEgipt Land they gan lend, 990 

The uncouthe costes to see. 
Messengers went before to tell, 
" Here cometh the King of Isarell 

With a ffaire meany, 
And the prince with many a knight, 
ffor to have your daughter bright, 

If itt your wil be." 
The King said, " I trow I shall 
ffind lodging ffor you all ; 

Right welcome yee are to mee! " 1000 



Then trumpetts in the shipp rose, 
And every man to land goes ; 

The knights were clothed in pall. 
The younge knight of fifteen yeere, 
He rydeth, as yee may heere, 

A ffoote above them all. 
The King of Isarell on the land, 
The King of .ffigipt takes him by the hand, 

And ledd him into the hall : 
" Sir," said the King, " ffor charitye, 10 10 

Will you lett mee your daughter see, 

White as bone of whall ? " 



The lady ffrom the chamber was brought ; 
With mans hands shee seemed wrought 

And carved out of tree. 
Her owne sonne stood and beheld : 
" Well worthye him that might weld I " 

Thus to himselfe thought hee. 
The King of Isarell asked then 
If that she might passe the streame, 1020 
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His sonnes wifle ffor to bee. 
" Sir," said the King, " if that you may 
Meete me a stroake to-morrowe, 

Thine asking grant I thee.'* 

Lords in hall were sett, 

And wakes blew to the meate. 

They made all royall cheere ; 
The two kings the desse began, 
Sir Degrabell and his mother then, 

The two were sibb frull neere. 1030 

Then knights went to sitt, I-wis, 
And every man to his office, 

To serve the knights deere; 
And affter meate washed they, 
And clarkes grace gan say 

In hall, as you may heere. 

Then on the morrow, when day sprong, 
Gentlemen in their armour throng, 

Degrabell was dight ; 
The King of .ffigipt gan him say 1040 

In a flaire ffeeld that day 

With many a noble knight. 
What time the great lord might him see, 
They asked, * what lord that might bee 

With the griffon soe bright.' 
The ruler of that game gan tell, 
" This is the Prince of Isarell ! 

Beware I ffor he is wight." 



The King of -ffigipt tooke a shafft ; 
The Prince saw that, and sadlye sate, 1050 

If he were never soe keene. 
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Against the King he made him bowne, 
And on the ground he cast him downe, 

The ground that was soe greene. 
They King said, " Soe God me save, 
Thou art worthy her to have ! " 

Soe said they all by-deene. 

Everye lord gan other assay, 
And squiers on the other day, 

That doughtye were of deede. 1060 

Sir Degrabell his troth hee plight ; 
And Christabell, that ladye bright, 

To church they her ledd. 
Through the might of God he spedd, 
His owne mother there he wedd, 

In Romans as wee reade. 
Shee saw his armes him beforne ; 
Shee thought of him that was forlorne, 

Shee wept like to be dead. 

" What cheere," he said, " my lady cleere? " 1070 

What weepe you, and make such heavye cheere? 

Methinkes you are in thought/* 
" Sir, in your armes now I see 
A ffoule that [rafte] on a time ffrom mee 

A child that I deere bought, 
That in a Scarlett mantle was wound, 
And in a girdle of gold bound 

That richely was wrought." 
The King of Isarell said ffull right, 
" In my fforrest the ffoule gan light; 1080 

A griffon to land him brought." 

He sent a squier ffull hend, 
And bade him ffor the mantle wende 
That hee was in layd. 
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Beffore him itt was brought ffull yare, 
The girdle and the mantle there, 

That richlye were graved. 
" Alas ! " then said that lady ffree, 
" This same the griffon tooke ffrom mee." 

In swoning downe shee braid. 1090 

" How long agoe ? " the King gan say. 
" Sir, fifteen yeere par ma flay." 

They assented to that shee said. 

" fforsooth, my sonne, I am afraid 
That too sibb maryage wee have made 

In the beginninge of this moone." 
" Damsell, looke, — soe God me save ! — 
Which of my knights thou wilt have." 

Then Degrabell answered soone, 
" Sir, I hold your erles good, 1 100 

And soe I doe my mother, by the roode, 

That I wedded before they noone ; 
There shall none have her certainlye 
But if he winne her with maisterye 

As I my-selfe have doone." 

Then every lord to other gan say, 
" ffor her I will make delay 

With a speare and sheeld in hand ; 
Who-soe may winne that lady clere 
ffor to be his wedded ffere, 1 1 10 

Must wed her in that land." 



[Sixth Parte] 

Sir Eglamore was homward bowne, 
He hard tell of that great renowne, 

And thither wold hee wend. 
Great lords that hard of that crye, 
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They rode thither hastilye, 

As flast as they might flare. 
The King of Sattin was there alsoe, 
And other great lords many more 

That royall armes bare. 1 1 20 

Then ringes were made in the ffeeld 
That lords might therin weld ; 

They busked and made them yare. 
Sir Eglamore, thoe he came last, 
He was not worthy out to be cast ; 

That knight was clothed in care. 



ffor that Christabell was put to the sea, 
New armes beareth hee, 

I will them descrye : 
He beareth in azure a shipp of gold, 1130 

ffiill richlye portrayed on the mold, 

ffiill well and worthylye; 
The sea was made both grim and bold ; 
A younge child of a night old, 

And a woman lying there by ; 
Of silver was the mast, of gold the flane ; 
Sayle, ropes, and cables, eche one 

Painted were worthylye. 



Heralds of armes soone on hye, 

Every lords armes gan descrye 1140 

In that ffeeld soe broade. 
Then Christabell as white as mower, 
She sate upon a hye tower ; 

ffor her that crye was made. 
The younge knight of fifteen yeere old 
That was both doughtye and bold, 

Into the ffeeld he rode. 
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Who-soe that Sir Degrabell did smite, 
With his dint they fltell tyte, 

Never a one his stroake abode. 1150 

Sir Eglamore hoved and beheild 
How the folke in the feild downe feld 

They knights all by-deene. 
When Degrabell him see, he rode him till, 
And said, " Sir, why are you soe still 

Amonge all these knights keene ? " 
Eglamore said to him, I-wis, 
" I am come out of heathenesse, 

Itt were sinne mee to meete." 
Degrabell said, " Soe mote I thee! 1160 

More worshipp itt had beene to thee, 

Unarmed to have beene.'* 

The frather on the sonne lough ; 
" Have yee not justing enoughe 

Where ever that you bee ? 
That day frail have I seene, 
With as bigg men have I beene, 

And yett well gone my way. 
And yett, fforsooth," said he then, 
" I will doe as well I can, 11 70 

With you once to play." 
Heard together they knights donge 
With great speares sharpe and longe ; 

Them beheld eche one. 
Sir Eglamore, as itt was his happ, 
Give his sonne such a rappe 

That to the ground went hee. 



« 



Alas I " then said that lady flree, 
My sonne is dead, by Gods pittye! 

The keene knight hath him slaine I " 1 180 
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Then men said wholy on mold, 
" The knight that beares the shipp of gold 
Hath wonne her on the plaine." 

Herallds of armes cryed then, 

" Is there now any manner of man 

Will make his body good, 
That will just any more ? 
Say now while wee be here ! " 

Then a while they still stoode. 
Degrabell said, " By God almight! 1190 

Methinkes that I durst with him flight, 

If he were never soe wood.'* 
Lords together made a vow, 
" ffbrsooth," they said, " best worthy art thou 

To have thy ffreelye ffood ! " 

ffor to unarme him lords gan goe ; 
Clothes of gold on him they doe, 

And then to meate they wende. 
Sir Eglamore then wan the gree, 
Beside the lady sett was hee : 1200 

Shee frened him as her ffreind, 
' ffbr what cause that he bore 
A shipp of gold, with mast and ore/ 

He said with words hende, 
" Damsell, into the sea was done 
My lady and my younge sonne; 

And there they made an ende." 

Knowledge to him tooke shee thoe ; 
" Now, good sir, tell me soe, 

Where they were brought to ground? " 12 10 

" While I was in ffarr countrye 
Her ffather put her into the sea, 

With the waves to confounde." 
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With honest mirth and game 
Of him shee asked the name ; 

And he answered that stond, 
" Men call mee, where I was bore, 
Of Artoys Sir Eglamore, 

That with a worme was wound." 

In swooning ffell that lady ffree; 1220 

" Welcome, Sir Eglamore, to mee I 

Thy love I have bought full deere ! " 
Then shee sate, and told full soone 
How into the sea shee was doone ; 

Then wept both lesse and more. 
Minstrills had their giffts ffree, 
Wherby they might the better bee ; 

To spend they wold not spare, 
ffull true itt is, by God in heaven, 
That men meete att unsett steven, 1230 

And soe itt beffell there. 

The King of Isarell gan tell 

How that hee found Sir Degrabell ; 

Lordings, listen then : 
Sir Eglamore kneeled on his knee, 
" My lord ! " he said, " God yeeld itt thee ! 

Yee have made him a ma[n]." 
The King of Isarell said, " I will thee give 
Halfe my kindome while I doe live, 

My deere sonne as white as swan." 1240 

" Thou shalt have my daughter Arnada," 
The King of Sattin sayd alsoe, 

" I remember, since thou her wan." 

Eglamore prayed the Kings three 
Att his wedding ffor to bee, 

If that they wold vouchsafe. 
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All granted him that there were, 
Litle, lesse, and more; 

Lord Jesus Christ them have ! 
Kings, erles, I understand, 1250 

With many dukes of other lands, 

With joy and mirth enoughe. 
The trumpetts in the shipp blowes, 
That every man to shipp goes, 

The winde them over blew. 



Through Gods might, all his meany 
In good liking passed the sea ; 

In Artois they did arrive. 
The erle then in the tower stoode, 
He saw men passe the fflood, 1260 

And ffast to his horsse gan drive. 
When he heard of Eglamore, 
He ffell out of his tower 

And broke his necke belive. 
The messenger went againe to tell 
Of that case, how itt beffell : 

With God may no man strive. 

Thus in Artois the lords they lent ; 
After the Emperour soone they sent, 

To come to that marryage ; 1270 

In all they land they mad crye, 
Who-soe wold come to that ffeast worthye, 

Right welcome shold they bee ; 
Sir Eglamore to the church is gone, 
Degrabell and Arnada they have tane, 

And his lady bright of blee. 
The King of Isarell said, " He give 
Halfe my land while I live ; 

Brooke well all after my day." 
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With mickle mirth the feast was made, 1280 

Forty dayes itt abode 

Amonge all the lords hend ; 
And then forsooth, as I you say, 
Every man tooke his way 

Wherin him liked to [wend]. 
Minstrells had good great plentye, 
That ever they better may they bee, 

And bolder ffor to spend. 
In Romans this chronickle is. 
Dere Jesus! bring us to thy blisse 1290 

That lasteth without end ! 
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THE EMPEROUR AND THE CHILDE 



Whithin the Grecyan land some time did dwell 

An Emperour, whose name did flar excell ; 

He tooke to wiffe the Lady Bellefaunt, 

The only sister to the Kinge of flrance, 

With whome he lived in pleasure and delight 

Untill that ffortune came to worke them spight. 

ffor within the court a bishoppe there did rest, 

The which the Emperour held in great request ; 

His envious hart itt was soe sore enfflamed 

Upon the Empresse, that gallant dame, 10 

That he wold perswade her many a wile 

Her husbands marriage bed for to defile. 

But shee denyed that unchast request, 

As to her honor did beseeme her best ; 

Which when the bishopp saw, away he went 

Untou the Emperour with a fell intent, 

And then most ffalselye her he did accuse, 

How that shee wold his marryage bed abuse ; 

And therupon he swore the same to prove, 

Which made her husbands love in wrath to prove. 20 

Then the Emperour went to her with speed, 

ffor to accuse her of this shamefull deede. 

And when shee saw how shee was betrayd, 

Her ihocency shee began to pleade; 

But then her husband wold not heare her speake, 

Which made her hart with sorrow like to breake ; 

But straight the Emperour he gave command 

That shee shold be banished out of his land. 

But when that shee ffrom them did goe, 

Before them all shee did reccount her woe, 30 

And said that shee was banished wrongffullye ; 

And soe shee went with sorrow like to dye. 
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Now is shee gone, but with one squier alone, 

Unto her brother in frrance to make her mone. 

And being come within the realme of ffrance, 

O there beffell a very heavy chance I 

ffor as shee travelled through a wild fforrest, 

The labor of childhood did her sore oppresse, 

And more and more her paines increased still 

That shee was fforced to rest against her will. 40 

Now att the lenght her travell came to end, 

ffor the Lord two children did her send, 

The which were ffaire and proper boyes indeed, 

Which made her hart with joy for to exceede. 

But now behold how ffortune gan to lower, 

And turned her joy to greefe within an hower ! 

ffor why, shee saw an ugly beare as then, 

The which was come fforthe of some lothesome den ; 

And when the beare did see her in that place, 

He made towards her with an egar pace, 50 

And ffrom her tooke one of her children small, 

A sight to greeve the mothers hart with-all. 

But when shee saw her child soe borne away, 

Shee laid the other downe, and did not stay, 

And ffollowed itt as ffast as ever shee might ; 

But all in vaine ! of itt shee lost the sight. 

But soe itt chanced, att that verry tyde 

The King of ffrance did there a hunting ryde ; 

And in the fforrest as he rode up and downe, 

The other child he ffound upon the ground. 60 

And when he saw the child to be soe faire, 

To take itt up he bade his men take care, 

And keepe itt well as tho itt were his owne, 

Untill the ffather of the child where knowne. 

The Empresse returned there backe againe, 

When as shee saw the beare within his den; 

But when shee saw her other sonne was lost, 

Her hart with sorrow then was like to burst. 
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Then downe shec sate her with a heavy hart, 

And wishes death to ease her of her smart; 70 

Shee wrong her hands with many a sigh full deepe 

That wold have made a fflyntye hart to weepe. 

Then shee departed from that woefull place, 

And fforth of frrance shee went away apace ; 

ffor why, as yett shee wold not there be knowen 

Untill some newes of her young sonnes were shone. 

But shee beheld a castle fmire and stronge, — 

Shee had not travelled frrom that place not long, — 

Wheratt shee knocket, some succour for to find. 

But itt ffell out contrary to her mind ; 80 

ffor why, with-in that castle dwelt as then 

A monstrous gyant, ffeared of all men, 

Who tooke this ladye into his prison strong, 

And there he kept her flast in prison long. 

But when he saw her lookes to be soe sadd, 

And having knowen what sorrowes she had had, 

He kept her close, but he hurt her not ; 

And soe shee lived in prison long, God wotte. 

The child the which the beare had borne away, 

Amongst her younge ones was brought up alway, 90 

And soe brought up untill att length as then 

He there became a monstrous huge wild man, 

And daylye ranged about the fforrest wilde, 

And did destroy man, woman, beast and child, 

And all things else which by his den did passe, 

Which to the country great annoyance was. 

The other child which they King had ffound, 

He christened was, and Valentine was his name ; 

And when he grew to be of ripe yeeres, 

He was beloved both of King and peeres; 100 

In ffeates off armes he did himselfe advance, 

That none like him there cold be ffond in frrance ; 

And ffor that same, the King did dub him knight; 

He allwaies was soe vallyant in his fight. 
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Then to the court did many pore men come 

To show what hurt the wild man there had done ; 

But when the King did heare the moane they made, 

He sent fforth men the monster to invade ; 

But all in vaine ; ffor why, hee crusht them soe 

That none of them with-in his reach durst goe. no 

Then Valentine unto the King did sue 

That he might goe the monster to subdue. 

Then fforthe he went the monster ffor to see, 

Whom he saw come bearing a younge oke tree ; 

And when the wild man of him had a sight, 

He went unto him and cast him downe right. 

And when he saw his strenght cold not prevaile, 

He praid to God his purpose might not ffayle j 

Then a poinard presently he drew out, 

And peirct his side, wherwith the blood gusht out. 120 

But when the wild man did behold his blood, 

He quicklye brought him ffrom his ffuryous mood ; 

Then frrom the fforrest both together went 

Towards the Emperour, and with mail intent 

Of him desired leave by sea to sayle 

Into an ile that lyeth in Portingall, 

Wheras they hard with-in a castle was 

A ladye flaire that kept a head of brasse, 

The which cold tell of any questyon asket. 

And thither came brave Valentine att last; 130 

And when that they to the castle came, 

They thought ffor to have entered the same ; 

But itt ffell out not unto their mind, 

Because the porters there were much unkind ; 

ffor why, they found two gyants att the gate, 

With whome they ffought or they cold in theratt. 

Then went they upp wheras they head did stand ; 

And by itt sate the bewtyous Claramande, 

Whom, when the noble Valentine did see, 

He swore his hart ffor ever there shold bee. 140 
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Then did shee speake unto the head of brasse, 

And bade itt tell whose sonne Valentine was, 

And whom the wild man there shold bee. 

To whom the head gave answer presentlye : 

" ffirst be it knbwen, he is thy brother deere, 

And you are both sonnes to the Grecyan peere ; 

And your mother wrongffullye banished was, 

And you were both borne in a wild fforrest ; 

And that by a beare Ursin was nurst upp, 

And Valentine by his unckles court; 150 

And your mother lyeth in prison stronge 

With King fferagus, where shee hath beene long. 

Alsoe I say, looke under Ursines tounge ; 

There shall you ffind a string both bigg and stronge ; 

Cut that in tow, and then his speech shall breake ; 

And this is all ; and I noe more can speake." 

Then Ursin to his speeche restored was hee, 

And Valentine had Claremonde soe ffree. 

Soe al together on their journey went 

Towards their mother being in prison pent; 160 

And soe they came unto the place att last 

Wheras their mother was in prison flast ; 

And him they slew that did their mother keepe, 

And soe they brought her out of prison deepe. 

And when that they were al together come, 

Unto their mother they then made them knowne ; 

Which when shee saw her owne sonnes sett her ffree, 

No joye to her there might compared bee. 

Then presentlye they purpose to take read, 

Into the land of Greece to hye with speed. 170 

And when that they had many a storme ore past, 

They did arrive within that land att last ; 

Then on their journey towards they court they went, 

And to the Emperour a messenger they sent, 

To tell him ffreinds of his were comen upon land, 

And did intreat some flavor att his hand. 
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When the Emperour was come unto them there, 
And knew the woman to be his wiffe most deere, 
And that the other two were his owne deare sonnes, 
He then bewailed their happ with bitter moanes, 1 80 
ffirst that because his wiffe was wronge exilde, 
And ffor the greeffe when as shee traveled with child. 
And so att lenght, in spigh of ffortunes happ, 
They lived in joy, and ffeared noe after clappe. 
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SITTINGE LATE 



Sittinge late, my selfe alone, 

To heare the birds sweete harmonye, 
One sighed sore with many a grone, 

" My wiffe will still my master bee ! " 
His sighes ecclipsed bright Phebus beames, 

His hart did burne like JEtna. hill, 
His teares like Nilus fflowing streames, 

His cryes did peirce the eccho shrill. 
With that I drew my eare aside 

To heare him thus complaine of ill; 10 

His greefe and mind were both a-like, 

That Ginnye his ffilly wold have her owne will. 



The King of Sirya mad a law, 

That every man with-in his land, 
That he shold lordlye keepe in awe 

His wiffe, and those that did with-stand. 
Which acte is cleane gone out of mind 

Of all degrees, and will be still ; 
Pore silly husbands are soe kind, 

They let their wives have their owne will. 20 

When princely Paris, pride of Troye, 

Had stolen away King Menelaus wiffe, 
Ten yeeres of warr was all his joy, 

And afterwards bereaved of liffe. 
By this wee see that kings are tyed, 

As well as subjects, to much ill ; 
Why shold wee poore men thinke itt scorne 

To let our wives have their owne will ? 

All that lookes blacke, diggs not ffor coles ; 

How shold our chymneys then be swept? 30 
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And he that thinkcs to jumpe ore Powlcs, 
May once a yeare be well out-leapte ; 

ffor Vulcan wore a head of home 

When least misprision was of ill. 

Lett no man living tninke itt scorne 

To let his wiffe have her owne will ! 

But shee that lives by nille and tape, 

And with her bagge and lucett beggs, 
Oft makes her husband many a scape 

Although shee goes in simple raggs ; 40 

ffor hungry doggs will alwayes range, 

And unsavory meate will staunch their ffill ; 
And they that take delight in change 

Will, nolens volens, have their owne will. 

But he that goes frrom dore to dore, 

And cryes " Old buskins ffor new broome" ; 
Althoe his living be but poore, 

Another must supply his roome. 
"Old bootes and buskins ffor new broome! 

Come buy, ffaire maids, and take your ffill! 50 
There are no cucholds made att Roome ; 

Pope Jone hath sett itt downe by will." 

The carman whistles up and downe ; 

Another cryes " Will you buy any blacke ? " 
The countryman is held a clowne, 

When better men have greater lacke. 
Thus whiles they cards are shuffled about, 

The knave will in the decke lye still ; 
And if all secretts were found out, 

I doubt a number wold want their will. 60 
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LIBIUS DISCONIUS 



Jesus Christ, Christen Kinge, 
And his mother that sweete thing, 

Helpe them att their neede 
That will listen to my tale ! 
Of a knight I will you tell, 

A doughtye man of deede, 
His name was cleped Ginglaine ; 
Gotten he was of Sir Gawaine 

Under a fforrest side ; 
A better knight without flable, 10 

With Arthur att the Round Table, 

Yee heard never of read. 

Gingglaine was ffaire and bright, 
An hardye man and a wight, 

Bastard thoe hee were. 
His mother' kept him with all her might, 
ffor he shold not of noe armed knight 

Have a sight in noe mannere. 
But he was soe savage, 
And lightlye wold doe outrage 20 

To his ffellowes in ffere. 
His mother kept him close 
ffor dread of wicked losse, 

As hend child and deere. 

ffor hee was soe ffaire and wise, 
His mother cleped him Beufise, 

And none other name ; 
And himselfe was not soe wise 
That hee asked not, I-wis, 

What hee hight of his Dame. 30 
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Soe itt beffell upon a day 
Gingglaine went to play, 

Wild deere to hunt ffor game ; 
And as he went over the lay, 
He spyed a knight was stout and gay, 

That soone he made ffull tame. 

Then he did on that knights weede, 
And himselfe therin yeede, 

Into that rich armoure ; 
And when he had done that deede, 40 

To Glasenbury swithe hee yeede, 

There lay King Arthur. 
And when he came into the hall 
Amonge the lords and ladyes all, 

He grett them with honore, 
And said, " King Arthur, my lord ! 
Suffer me to speake a worde, 

I pray you par amoure : 

"lama child uncouthe ; 

Come I am out of the south, 50 

And wold be made a knight. 
Fourteen yeere old I am, 
And of warre well I cann, 

Therfore grant me my right." 
Then said Arthur the King strong 
To the child that was soe younge, 

" Tell me what thou hight ; 
For never sithe I was borne 
Sawe I never heere beforne 

Noe child soe ftaire of sight." 60 

The child said, " By St. Jame, 
I wott nott what is my name ! 
I am the more unwise ; 
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But when I dwelled att home, 
My mother in her game 

Cleped mee Beaunse." 
Then said Arthur the King, 
And said, " This is a wonderous thing, 

By God and by St. Denise, 
That thou wold be a knight, 70 

And wott nott what thou hight, 

And art soe ffaire and wise ! 



" Now I will give thee a name 
Heere amonge all you in -same ; 

For thou art soe ffaire and flree, — 
I say, by God and by St. Jame, 
Soe cleped thee never thy Dame, 

What woman that ever shee bee ; — 
Call ye him all thius, 
Lybius Disconius; 80 

ffor the love of mee 
Looke yee call him this name ; 
Both in ernest and in game, 

Certes, soe hight shall hee." 

King Arthur anon-right 
With a sword ffaire and bright, 

Trulye that same day 
Dubbed that child a knight, 
And gave him armes bright ; 

fforsooth as I you say, 90 

Hee gave to him in that ilke 
A rich sheeld all over gilte 

With a griffon soe gay 
And tooke him to Sir Gawaine 
ffor to teach him on the plaine 

Of every princes play. 
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When hec was made a knight, 
Of the boone he asked right, 

And said, " My lord soe ffree, 
In my hart I wold be glad ioo 

Themrstbattelliflhad 

That men asked of thee." 
Then said Arthur the King, 
" I grant thee thine askinge, 

Whatt battell that ever itt bee ; 
But ever methinke thou art to yl^lng 
ffbr to doe a good fighting, RJ 

By ought that I can see." 



When he had him thus told, 

Dukes, erles, and barons bold, no 

Washed and went to meate ; 
Of wild ffoule and venison, 
As lords of great renowne, 

Inoughe they had to eate. 
They had not sitten not a stoure, 
Well the space of halfe an hower, 

Talking att their meate, 
There came a damsell att that tyde, 
And a dwarffe by her side, 

All sweating ffor heate ; 120 



The maidens name was Hellen ; 
Sent shee was unto the King, 

A ladyes messenger. 
The maiden was ware and wise, 
And cold doe her message att device, 

Shee was not to ffere ; 
The maid was fiaire and sheene, 
Shee was cladd all in greene ; 
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And frurred with blaundemere ; 
Her saddle was overgilte, 130 

And well bordered with silke, 

And white was her distere. 

The dwarfe was cladd with Scarlett ffine, 
And frured well with good ermine ; 

Stout he was and keene ; 
Amonge all Christen kind 
Such another might no man find j 

His cercott was of greene ; 
His haire was yellow as fflower on mold, 
To his girdle hang shining as gold, 140 

The sooth to tell in veretye ; 
All his shoone with gold were dight, 
All as gay as any knight, 

There sseemed no povertye. 

Teddelyne was his name, 
Wide sprang of him the fame, 

East, west, north and south ; 
Much he cold of game and glee, 
ffidle, crowde, and sowtrye, 

He was a merry man of mouth; 150 

Harpe, ribble and sautrye, 
He cold much of minstrelsye, 

He was a good jestoure, 
There was none such in noe country ; 
A jolly man fforsooth was hee 

With ladyes in their bower. 

Then he bade maid Hellen 
ffor to tell her tale by-deene, 

And kneele before the King. 
The maid kneeled in the hall 160 

62 



Digitized by 



Google 



Among the lords and ladyes all, 

And said, " My lord, without leasing 

" There is a strong case toward ; 
There is none such, nor soe hard, 

Nor of soe much dolour. 
My Lady of Sinadone 
Is brought to strong prison, 

That was of great valoure ; 
Shee prayes you of a knight 
ffor to win her in flight 170 

With joy and much honor." 
Up rose that younge knight, 
In his hart he was ffull light, 

And said, " My lord Arthur, 

" My covenant is to have that fight 
ffor to winne that lady bright, 

If thou be true of word." 
The King said without othe, 
" Thereof thou saiest soothe, 

Thereto I beare record ; 180 

" God thee give strenght and might 
ffor to winne that ladye bright 

With sheeld and with speare dint ! " 
Then began the maid to say, 
And said, " Alas that ilke day 

That I was hither sent ! " 
Shee said, " This word will spring wyde ; 
Sir King, lost is all thy pride, 

And all thy deeds is shent, 
When thou sendest a child 190 

That is wittlesse and wild, 

To deale doughtilie with dint! 

63 



Digitized by 



Google 



Thou hast knights of mickle maine, 
Sir Percivall and Sir Gawaine, 

ffull wise in turnament." 
Tho the dwarffe with great error 
Went unto King Arthur, 

And said, " Sir ! verament 

" This child to be a warryour, 

Or to doe such a labor, 200 

let is not worth one ffarthing ! 
Or hee that ladye may see, 
Hee shall have battells five or three 

Trulye without any leasinge ; 

« Att the Bridge of Perill 
Beside the Adventurous Chappell, 

There is the ffirst begining." 
Sir Lybius anon answered 
And said, " I was never affeard 

ffor no mans threatninge! 210 

" Somewhat have I lerd 
ffor to play with a swerd 

There men hath beene slowe. 
The man that ffleethe ffor a threat 
Other by way or by streete, 

I wold he were to-draw. 
I will the battell undertake; 
I ne will never fforsake, 

ffor such is Arthurs lawe." 
The made answered alsoe snell, 220 

And said, " That beseemeth thee well ! 

Who-soe looketh on thee may know 

" Thou ne durst for thy berde 
Abyid the wind of my swerde, 
By ought that I can see ! " 
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Then said that dwarffe in that stond, 
" Dead men that lyen on the ground, 

Of thee affray d may bee ; 
But betweene ernest and game, 
I counsell thee goe souke thy dame, 230 

And winne {here the degree.'* 
The King answered anon-right, 
And said, " Thou gettest noe other knight, 

By God that sitteth in Trinytye ! 

If thou thinke he bee not wight, 
Goe and gett thee another knight 

That is of more power." 
The maid ffor ire still did thinke, 
Shee wold neither eate nor drinke 

ffbr all that there were ; 240 

Shee sate still, without ffable, 
Till they had uncovered the table, 

She and the dwarffe in ffere. 
King Arthur in that stond 
Comanded of the Table Round, 

Four knights in ffere, 

Of the best that might be found 
In armes hole and sound, 

To arme that child ffull right ; 
And said, " Through the might o Christ 250 

That in fllome Jordan was baptiste, 

He shold doe that he hight, 
And become a champyon 
To the Lady of Sinadon, 

And ffell her ffbemen in flight." 
To arme him they were ffaine, 
Sir Percivall and Sir Gawaine, 

And arrayed him like a knight ; 
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The third was Sir Agravaine, 

And the fourth was Sir Ewaine, 260 

Them right ffor to behold. 
They cast on him right good silke, 
A sercote as white as any milke 

That was worth twenty of golde ; 

Alsoe an hawberke ftaire and bright, 
Which was frull richelye dight 

With nayles good and ffine. 
Sir Gawaine, his owne flather, 
Hange about his necke there 

A sheeld with a griffon, 270 

And a helme that was frull rich, 
In all the land there was none such. 

Sir Percivall sett on his crowne, 
Sir Agravaine brought him a speare 
That was good every where 

And of a ffell ffashion. 
Sir Ewaine brought him a steede 
That was good in every neede, 

And as ffeirce as any lyon. 
Sir Lybyus on his steede gan springe, 280 

And rode fforth unto the King, 

And said, " Lord of renowne ! 



" Give me your blessinge 
Without any letting ! 

My will is fforth me to wend.' 
The King his hand upp did lifft, 
And his blessing to him gave right 

As a knight curteou[s] and hende, 
And said, " God that is of might, 
And his mother Marry bright, 290 

That is fflowre of all women, 



»> 



66 



Digitized by 



Google 



Give thee gracce ffor to gone 

ffor to gett the overhand of thy fone, 

And speed thee in thy journey ! Amen ! 



»» 



Second Parte 

Sir Lybius now rideth on his way, 
And soe did that ftaire may, 

The dwarffe alsoe rode them beside, 
Till itt beffell upon the third day 
Upon the knight all the way 

fiast they gan to chide, 300 

And said, " Lorell and caitive ! 
Tho thow were such ffive, 

Lost is all thy pride ! 
This way keepeth a knight 
That with every man will flight, 

His name springeth wyde; 

" His name is William de la Braunche, 
His warres may noe man staunche, 

He is a warryour of great pride ; 
Both through hart and hanch 310 

Swithe hee will thee launche, 

All that to him rides." 
Then said Sir Lybius, 
" I will not lett this nor thus 

To play with him a ffitt ! 
ffor any thing that may betide, 
I will against him ryde 

To looke if that he can sitt ! " 

They rode on them all three 

Upon a ffaire causye. 320 

Beside the Adventurous Chappell 
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A knight anon they can see 
With armes bright of blee, 

Upon the Bridge of Perrill. 
He bare a sheeld all of greene 
With three lyons of gold sheene, 

Right rich and precyous. 
Well armed was that knight 
As he shold goe to flight, 

As itt was his use. 330 

When he saw Sir Lybius with sight, 
Anon he went to him arright, 

And said to him there, 
" Who passeth here by day or night, 
Certe[s] with me must flight, 

Or leave his harnesse here." 
Then answered Sir Libyus 
And said, " ffbr the love of Jesus 

Lett us passe now here ! 
Wee be flar flroe our ffreind, 340 

And have flarr ffor to wend, 

I and this mayden in fere." 

Sir William answered thoe 

And said, " Thou shalt not scape soe ! 

Soe God give me good rest, 
Thow and I will, or wee goe, 
Deale stroakes betweene us tow 

A litle here by west." 
Sir Libyus sayd, " Now I see 
That itt will none other bee; 350 

Goe flbrth and doe thy best ; 
Take thy course with thy shaflt 
If thou can well thy crafft, 

ffor I ame here all prest." 
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Then noe longer they wold abyde, 
But the one to the other gan ryde 

With greatt randaun. 
Sir Libyus there in that tyde 
Smote Sir William on his side 

With a speare ffelon; 360 

But Sir William sate soe flast 
That his stirropps all to-brast, 

He leaned on his arsowne ; 
Sir Lybius made him stoupe, 
He smote him over the horse croupe 

In the fleeld a-downe ; 

His horsse ran flrom him away. 
Sir William not long lay, 

But start anon upright, 
And said, " Sir, by my-in flay, 370 

Never beffore this day 

I ffound none soe wight! 
Now is my horsse gone away ! 
flight onfooty I thee pray, 

As thou art a knight worthye." 
Then said Sir Lybius, 
" By the leave of sweete Jesus 

Therto flull ready I am." 

Then together they went as tyte, 

And with their swords they gan smite; 380 

They ffbught wonderous longe ; 
Stroakes together they lett fflinge 
That they flyer out gan springe 

flrom of their helmes strong. 
But Sir William de la Braunche 
To Sir Lybius gan he launche, 

And smote on his sheild soe flast 
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That one cantell ffell to the ground ; 
And Sir Lybius att that sonde 

In his hart was agast. 390 

Then Sir Lybius with all his might 
Defended him anon-right, 

Was warryour wight and slye ; 
Coyfe and crest downe right, 
He made to my with great might, 

Of Sir Williams helme on hye ; 
And with the point of his sword 
He cut of Sir Williams berd, 

And touched him ffull nye. 
Sir William smote Sir Lybius thoe 400 

As that his sword brast in tow 

That many men might see with eye. 

Then Sir William began to crye 
And sayd, " ffor the love of Marrye, 

On live let mee weelde ! 
Itt were great villanye 
ffor to make a knight dye 

Weponlesse in the ffeeld." 
Then spake Sir Lybius 
And sayd, " By the leave of Jesus I 410 

Of liffe gettest thou no space 
But if thou wilt sweare anon, 
Or thou out of the ffelld gone, 

Here before my flace, 

" And on knees kneele downe, 
And swere by my sword browne 

That thou shalt to Arthur wend, 
And say, ' Lord of great renowne ! 
I am in battell overthrowne ; 

A knight me hither doth send 420 
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That men cleped thus, 
Sir Lybius Disconius, 

Unknowen knight and hend.' " 
Sir William mett him on his knee ; 
And the othe there made hee, 

And fforward gan he wend. 

Thus departed all the rout. 
Sir William to Arthurs court 

He tooke the ready way ; 
A'sorry case there gan flail : 430 

Three knights proude and tall 

Sir William mett that day ; 
The three knights all in ffere 
Where his emes sonnes deere, 

Stout they were and gay. 
When they saw Sir William bleed, 
And alway hanged downe his head, 

They rode to him with great array, 

And said, " Cozen Will[iam] ! 

Who hath done to you this shame? 440 

And why bleedest thou soe long ? " 
Hee said, " Sirs, by St. Jame I 
One that is not to blame ; 

A stout knight and a stronge — 
Sir Lybius Disconius hee hight — 
To ffell his enemyes in flight 

He is not flair to learne ; 
A dwarfe rydeth with him in fere 
As he was his squier; 

They ride away fliill yarne. 450 

" But one thing greeveth me sore, 
That he hath made me sweare 
On his sord soe bright, 
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That I shold never more, 
Till I come to King Arthur, 

Stint by day nor night ; 
And alsoe to him I ame yeelde 
As overcome into the fleelde 

By power of his might ; 
Nor against him ffor to beare 460 

Neither sheeld nor speare ; 

Thus I have him hight." 



Then said the knights three : 
" Well avenged shalt thou bee 

Certes without ffayle ! 
ffor hee one against us three, 
Hee is not worthe a fflee 

ffor to hold battell I 
Goe fforth and keepe thine othe 
Though thou be never soe wroth; 470 

Wee will him assayle. 
Or he this fforrest passe, 
Wee will his armour unlace, 

Tho itt were double maile." 

Theroff wist nothing that wight 
Sir Lybius, that gentle knight, 

But rode a well good pace ; 
He and that maiden bright 
Made together that night 

Game and great solace. 480 

Shee cryed him mercye 
ffor shee had spoken him villanye ; 

Shee prayed him to fforgive her that tyde; 
The dwarffe was their squier, 
And served them both in ffere 

Off all that they had need. 
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On the morrow when itt was day, 
fforthe they rode on their way 

Towards Sinadowne. 
Then they say in their way 490 

Three knights stout and gay 

Came ryding flrom Caerleon ; 
To him they sayd anon-right, 
" Traitor, turne againe and flight ! 

Thou shalt lose thy renowne ! 
And that maide ffaire and bright, 
Wee will her lead att night 

Herby unto a towne." 

Sir Lybius to them gan crye, 

" ffor to flight I am all readye 500 

Against you all in-same.'* 
A prince proude of pride, 
He rode against them that tyde 

With mirth sport and game. 
The eldest brother then beere 
To Sir Lybius with a spere, 

Sir Baner was his name. 
Sir Lybius rode att him anon 
And brake in tow his thigh bone, 

And lett him lye there lame. 510 

The knight mercy gan crye 
When Sir Lybius certainelye 

Had smitten him downe. 
The dwarffe that hight Teodline 
Tooke his horsse by the raine, 

He lept into the arsoone ; 
He rode anon with that 
Unto the mayd where shee sate 

Soe flayre of ftashyon, 

l 73 



Digitized by 



Google 



Then laughed that maiden bright, 520 

And said, " fforssooth this young knight 
Is a ffiill good champyon ! " 

The second brother, he beheld 
How [h]is brother lay in the fteild 

And had lost strenght and might ; 
He smote Sir Lybius in that tyde 
On the sheeld with much pride, 

With his speare ffull right. 
Sir Lybius away gan beare 
With his good speare 530 

The helme of that knight. 
The youngest brother then gan ride, 
And hitt Sir Lybius in that tyde 

As a man of much might, 

And said to him then anon, 
" Sir, thou art by St. John 

A ffell champyowne; 
By God that sitteth in Trinitye, 
flight I will with thee, 

I hope to beare thee downe." 540 

As warryour out of witt, 
On Sir Lybius then hee hitt 

With a ffell flauchyon j 
Soe stifflye his stroakes hee sett, 
That through helme and basenett 

He carved Sir Lybius crowne. 

Sir Lybius was served in that stead 
When hee ffelled on his head 

That the sword had drawen blood ; 
About his head the sword he waved, — 550 

All that hee hitt, ffbrsoothe hee cleeved, 

As warryour wight and good ; — 
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Sir Lybius said swithe thoe, 
" One to flight against two 

Is nothing good." 
ffast they hewed then on him 
With stroakes great and grim ; 

Against them he stifflye stood, 

And through Gods grace 

He smote the eldest in that place 560 

Upon the right arme thoe ; 
Hee hitt him soe in that place, — 
To see itt was a wonderous case, — 

His right arme ffell him ffroe. 
The youngest saw that sight, 
And thought hee had noe might 

To flight against his ffoe > 
To Sir Lybius hee did up-yeeld 
His good speare and sheeld ; 

Mercy he cryed him thoe. 570 

Anon Sir Lybius said, " Nay, 
Thou shalt not passe this away — 

By Him that bought mankind — 
But thou and thy brethren twayne 
Plight your trothes without layine 

That yee will to King Arthur wende, 
And say, ' Lord of great renowne ! 
In battaill wee be overcome ; 

A knight us hither hath send 
fibr to yeeld thee tower and towune, 580 

And to bee att thy bandowne 

Evermore withouten end.' 

" And but if you will doe soe, 
Certes I will you sloe 

As I am true knight." 
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Anon they sware to him thoc; 
That they wold to Arthur goe, 

Their trothes anon they plight* 
Sir Lybius and that ffaire may 
Rode fforth on the way 590 

Thither as they had hight ; 
Till itt beffell on the third day 
They ffell together in game and pley, 

Hee and that maiden bright* 

They rode fforthe on west 
Into a wyde fforrest, 

And might come to noe towne ; 
They ne wist what way best, 
ffor there they must needs rest, 

And there they light a-downe. 600 

Amonge the greene eves 
They made a- lodge with bower and leaves, 

With swords bright and browne. 
Sir Lybius and that maiden bright 
Dwelled there all night. 

That was soe ffaire of flashy on. 

Then the dwarffe began to wake, 
ffor noe theeves shold take 

Away their horsses with guile ; 
Then ffor ffeare he began to quake; 610 

A great ffyer hee saw make 

frrom them but a mile. 
" Arise," he said, " worthy knight ! 
To horsse that wee were dight 

ffor doubt of more perill ! 
Certes I heare a great bost ; 
Alsoe I smell a savor of rost, 

By God and by Saint Gyle I " 
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Third Part 

Sir Lybius was stout and gay, 

And leapt upon his palffrey, 620 

And tooke his sheeld and speare 
And rode fforth ffull ffast. 
Two gyants hee ffound at last, 

That strong and stout were. 
The one was blacke as any sole, 
The other as red as ffyerye cole, 

And ffoule bothe they were. 
The blacke gyant held in his arme 
A flaire mayd by the barme, 

Bright as rose on bryar; 630 

The red gyant ffull yarne 
Swythe about can turne 

A wild bore on a spitt ; 
ffaire the ffyer gan berne. 
The maid cryed ffull yerne, 

For men shold itt witt ; 
Shee said, " Alas and ever away 
That ever I abode this day 

With two devills for to sitt ! 
Helpe, Mary that is soe mild, 640 

For the love of th[y] child, 

That I be not ffbrgett ! " 

Sir Lybius said, " By St. Jame ! 
ffbr to bring that maid ffrom shame 

Itt were ffull great price ; 
But ffbr to fight with both in-same 
It is no childs game, 

They be soe grim and grise." 
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He tooke his course with his shaft 

As a man that cold his crafft, 650 

And he rode by right assise : 
The blacke he smote all soe smart 
Through the liver, long and hart, 

That he might never rise. 

Then filed that maiden sheene, 

And thanked Marye, heavens queene, 

That succour had her sent. 
Then came mayd Ellen 
And the dwarffe by-dene, 

And by the hand her hent, 660 

And went into the greaves, 
And lodged them under the leaves 

In a good entent ; 
And shee besought Jesus 
ffor to helpe Sir Lybius 

That hee was not shent. 

The red gyant smote thore 
Att Sir Lybius with the bore 

As a woolfe that were woode ; 
His dints he sett soe sore, 670 

That Sir Lybius horsse therfore 

Downe to the ground yode. 
Then Sir Lybius with ffeirce hart, 
Out of his saddle swythe he start 

As spartle doth out of fyer ; 
Feircely as any lyon 
He ffought with his fiawchyon 

To quitt the gyant his hyer. 

The gyants spitt sickerlye 

Was more then a cowle tree 680 

That he rosted on the bore; 
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He laid on Sir Lybius flast, 
All the while the spitt did last, 

Ever more and more. 
The bore was soe hott then, 
That on Sir Lybius the grease ran 

Right flast thore. 
The gyant was stifle and stronge, 
Fifteen flbote he was longe ; 

Hee smote Sir Lybius flull sore. 690 

Ever still the gyant smote 
Att Sir Lybius, well I wott, 

Till the spitt brast in towe. 
Then as man that was wrath, 
ffbr a trunchyon ffbrth he goth 

To flight against his floe, 
And with the end of that spitt 
Sir Lybius sword in three he hitt. 

Then was Sir Lybius wonderous woe. 
Or he againe his stafle up caught, 700 

Sir Lybius a stroke him rought 

That his right arme ffell him ffroe. 

The gyant ffell to the ground, 
And Sir Lybius in that stond 

Smote of his head thoe : 
In a ffrench Booke itt is flbund. 
To the other he went in that stond, 

And served him right soe. 
He tooke up the heads then 
And bare them to that flaire maiden 710 

That he had woone in flight. 
The maid was glad and blythe, 
And thanked God often sithe 

That ever he was made a knight. 
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Sir Lybius said, " Gentle dame, 
Tell me now what is your name 

And where that you were bome. ,, 
« Sir," she said, " by St. Jame, 
My flather is of rich flame, 

And dwelleth here beforne ; 720 

He is a lord of much might, 
An erle and a noble knight ; 

His name is Sir Arthore, 
And my name is Vylett, 
That the gyant had besett 

For the castle ore. 

" As I went on my demeaning 
To-night in the eveninge, 

None evill then I thought ; 
The gyant, with-out leasing, 730 

Out of bush he gan spring, 

And to the flyer me brought. 
Of him I had beene shent, 
But that God me succour sent 

That all this world hath wrought. 
Sir Knight ! God yeeld thee thy meed, 
ffor us that on the roode did bleed, 

And with His blood us bought ! " 

Without any more talking 

To their horsses they gan spring, 740 

And rode fforth all in-same, 
And told the erle in every thing 
How he wan in flighting 

His daughter ffrom woe and shame. 
Then were these heads sent 
Unto King Arthur ffbr a present 

With much mirth and game, 
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That in Arthurs court arose 
Of Sir Lybius great losse 

And a right good name. 750 

The erle, ffor that good deede, 
Gave Sir Lybius for his meede 

Sheeld and armour bright, 
And alsoe a noble steede 
That was good in everye need, 

In travayle and in flight. 



Fourth Parte 

Now Sir Lybius and his may 

Tooke their leave, and rode their way 

Thither as they had hight. 
Then they saw in a parke 760 

A castle stifle and starke, 

That was ffull marvelouslye dight ; 

Wrought itt was with lime and stone, — 
Such a one saw he never none, — 

With towers stiffe and stout. 
Sir Lybius said, " Soe have I blis ! 
Worthy dwelling here itt is 

To them that stood in doubt ! " 
Then laughed that maiden bright, 
And sayd, " Here dwelleth a knight, 770 

The best that here is about, 
Who-soe will with him flight, — 
Be he baron or be he knight, — 

He maketh him to loute. 
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" Soe well he loveth his leman 
That is soe ffaire a woman, 

And a worthy in weede, 
Who-soe bringeth a ffairer then, 
A joly fiawcon as white as swan 

He shall have to his meede. 780 

And if shee be not soe bright, 
With Sir Gefferon he must flight; 

And if he may not speed, 
His head shall be firom him take, 
And sett ffull hye upon a stake, 

Trulye withouten dread. 

" The sooth you may see and heere ; 
There is on every corner 

A head or tow ffull right.'* 
Sir Lybius sayd al soe soone, 790 

" By God and by St. John! 

With Sir Gefferon will I flight, 
And chalenge the jolly fiawcon, 
And say that I have one in the towne, 

A lemman al soe bright j 
And if hee will her see, 
Then I will bring thee, 

Be itt day or by night." 

The dwarffe sayd, " By sweete Jesus ! 

Gentle Sir Lybyus Disconiys, 800 

Thou puttest thee in great perill. 
Sir Giffron la ffraudeus, 
In flighting he hath an use 

Knights ffor to beguile." 
Sir Lybius answered and sware, 
And said, " Therof I have no care I - 

By God and by St. Gyle, 
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I will see him in the flace 
Or I passe out of this place, 

ffor all his subtulle wile ! " 8 10 

Without any more questyon 
They dwelled still in the towne 

All night there in peace. 
On the morrow he made him readie 
ffor to winne him the masterye 

Certes withouten lease. 
He armed him mill sure 
In the sayd armor 

That King Arthurs was, 
And his horsse began he to stryde; 820 

The dwarffe rod by his syde 

To that strong palace. 

Sir Gyflron la frraudeus 
Rose up, as itt was his use, 

In the morrow tyde 
ffor to honor sweete Jesus. 
Then he was ware of Sir Lybius ; 

As a prince of much pryde 
fiast he rode into that place. 
Sir Jeffron marvailed att that case, 830 

And loud to him did crye 
With voyce loud and shrill : 
" Comest thou ffor good or ill ? 

Tell me now on hye." 

Sir Lybius said al soe tyte, 
" Certes I have greate delight 

With thee ffor to flight! 
Thou hast said great despite ; 
Thou hast a leman, none so whyte 

By day or by night 840 
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As I have one in the towne, 
ffairer of ffashyon 

For to see with sight. 
Therfore thy jolly ffawcowne, 
To King Arthur with the crowne 

Bring I will by right." 

Sir Geffron said al soe right, 
"Where shall wee see that sight, 

Whether the ffairer bee? " 
Sir Lybius said, " Wee will ffiill right 850 

In Cardigan see that sight, 

There all men may itt see ; 
In the middes of that markett, 
There shall they both be sett 

To looke on them soe ffiee; 
And if my leman be browne, 
ffor thy jolly ffawcowne 

Just I will with thee." 

Sir Geffron said alsoe then, 

" I wold flaine as any man 860 

To-day att yondertyde. 
All this I grant thee well, 
And out of this castell 

To Cardigan I will ryde." 
Their gloves were there up yold, 
That fforward to hold, 

As princes proud in pryde. 
Sir Lybius wold no longer blinn, 
But rode againe to his inn 

And wold no longer abyde. 870 

He said to maid Ellen 

That was soe bright and sheene, 

" Looke thou make thee bowne ! 
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I thee say, by St. Quintin, 

Sir Gefferons leman I will winn : 

To-day shee will come to towne, 
In the midds of this cytye, 
That men may you see, 

And of you bothe the ftashyon ; 
And if thou be not soe bright, 880 

With Sir Geffron I shall flight 

To winne the jollye flawcowne." 

The dwarffe answered, " For-thy 
That thou doest a deed hardye 

ffbr any man borne, 
Thou wilt doe by no mans read, 
For thou ffbrest in thy child head 

As a man that wold be lorne ! 
And therfore I thee pray 
To wend fforth on thy way, 890 

And come not him beforne." 
Sir Lybius said, " That were great shame ! 
I had lever with great grame 

With wild horsses to be tome." 



Maid Ellen, ffaire and free, 
Made hast sickerlye 

Her ffor to attyre 
In ke[r]cheys that were white, 
For to doe all his delight, 

With good gold wyer. 900 

A vyolett mantle, the sooth to say, 
ffurred well with gryse gay, 

Shee cast about her Iyer j 
The stones shee had about her mold 
Were precyous and sett with gold, 

The best in that shire. 
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Sir Lybius sett that ffaire may 
On a right good palftrey, 

And rode fforth all three. 
Every man to other gan say, 910 

" Heere cometh a flaire may, 

And lovelye ffor to see ! " 
Into the markett hee rode, 
And boldly there abode 

In the middes of that citye. 
Anon they saw Geffron come ryde, 
And two squiers by his side, 

And na more meanye : 

He bare a sheelde of greene, 

Richelye itt was to be seene ; 920 

Of gold was the bordure, 
Dight itt was with fflowers 
And alsoe with rich colours, 

Like as itt were an Emperour. 
The squiers did with him ryde ; 
The one bare by his side 

Three shafts good and stoure, 
The other bare, his head upon, 
A gentle jolly ftawcon 

That was laid to wager; 930 

And after did a lady ryde, 
flaire and bright, of much pryde, 

Cladd in purple pall. 
The people came flarr and wyde 
To see that ladye in that tyde, 

How gentle shee was and small ; 
Her mantle was of purple ffine, 
Well fturred with good armine, 

Itt was rich and royall ; 
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A sercotte sett about her necke soe sweete 940 

With dyamond and with margarett, 
And many a rich emerall ; 

Her colour was as the rose red ; 
Her haire that was on her head, 

As gold wyer itt shone bright ; 
Her browes were al soe silke spread, 
ffaire bent in lenght and bread ; 

Her nose was fiaire and right ; 
Her eyen gray as any glasse ; 
Milke white was her fface. 950 

They said that sawe that sight, 
Her body gentle and small, 
' Her beautye ffor to tell all, 

Noe man with tounge might.' 

Unto the markett men gan bring 
Two chaires ffor to sitt in, 

Their bewtye ffor to descrye. 
Then said both old and younge, — 
fforssooth without leasing 

Betweene them was partye, — 960 

Geffrons leman was fiaire and cleere 
As ever was any rose on bryer, 

fforsooth without lye ; 
Maid Ellen, the messenger, 
Seemed to her but a launderer 

In her nurserye. 

Then said Sir Geffron la ffraudeus, 
" Sir Knight, by sweet Jesus, 

Thy head thou hast fforlore ! " 
" Nay ! " said Sir Lybius, 970 

" That was never my use ! 

Just I will therrore ; 
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And if thou beare me downe, 
Take my head on thy flawchyon, 

And home with thee itt lead ; 
And if I beare downe thee, 
The jerffaucon shall goe with mee 

Maugre thy head indeed. 

" What needeth us more to chyde ? 

But into the saddle let us glyde, 980 

To prove our mastery." 
Either smote on others sheeld the while 
With crownackles that were of Steele, 

With great envye. 
Then their speares brake assunder ; 
The dints flared as the thunder 

That cometh out of the skye. 
Trumpetts and tabours, 
Herawdyes and good desoures, 

Their stroakes ffor to descrye. 990 

Geffron then began to speake : 

" Bring me a spere that will not breke, 

A shaft with one crownall ! 
ffor this young ffe[r]ley irreke 
Sitteth in his saddle steke 

As stone in castle wall. 
I shall make him to stoope 
Swithe over his saddle croope, 

And give him a great flail, 
Tho he were as wight a warryour 1000 

As Alexander or Arthur, 

Sir Lancelott or Sir Percivall." 

Then the knights both tow 
Rode together swithe thoe 
With great rendowne : 
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Sir Lybius smote Sir Geffron soe 
That his sheild iFell him ffroe 

Into the ffeeld againe. 
Then laughed all that was there, 
And said without more, ioio 

Duke, erle, or barron, 
That " they saw never a knight, 
Ne noe man abide might 

A course of Sir Geffron." 

Another course gan they ryde : 
Sir Geffron was aggreeved that tyde 

ffor hee might not speede. 
He rode againe al soe tyte, 
And Sir Lybius he gan smite 

As a dough tye man of deed. 1020 

Sir Lybius smote him soe ffast 
That Sir Geffron soone he cast 

Him and his horsse a-downe ; 
Sir Jeffrons backe bone he brake 
That the ffolkes hard itt cracke ; 

Lost was his renowne. 
Then they all said, lesse and more, 
That Sir Geffrons had lore 

The white gerflawcon. 
The people came Sir Lybius before, 1030 

And went with him, lesse and more, 

Anon into the towne ; 

And Sir Geffron ffrom the ffeeld 
Was borne home on his sheild 

With care and rueffull mone. 
The gerffawcon sent was, 
By a knight that hight Chandas, 

To bring to Arthur with the crowne ; 
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And rote to him all that dead, 

And with him he gan to leade 1040 

The ffawcon that Sir Lybius wan. 
When the King had heard itt read, 
He said to his knights in that stead, 

" Sir Lybius well warr can ! 
He hath me sent with honor 
That he hath done battells four 

Since that he began ; 
I will him send of my treasure, 
ffor to spend to his honor, 

As fialleth ffor such a man." 1050 

A hundred pounds ready prest 
Of ffloryins to spend with the best, 

He sent to Cardigan towne. 
Then Sir Lybius held a feast 
That lasted forty dayes att least 

With lords of renowne. 
And att the sixth weeke end 
Hee tooke his leave, ffor to wend, 

Of duke, erle, and barron. 



Fifth Parte 

Sir Lybius and his ffaire may 1060 

Rode fforth on their way 

Towards Sinadon. 
Then as they rod in a throwe, 
Homes heard they lowd blowe," 

And hoinds of great game. 
The dwarffe said in that throwe, 
" That home I well know 

Many yeeres agone ; 
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" Thatt home bloweth Sir Ortes de Lile, 

That served my ladye a while 1070 

Seemlye in her hall ; 
And when shee was taken with guile, 
He filed from that perill 

West into Worrall." 

But as they rode talking 
They saw a ratch runinge 

Overthwart the way. 
Then said both old and young, 
« ffrom the ffirst begining 

They saw never none soe gay." 1080 

Hee was of all couloures 
That men may see on flowers 

Betweene midsummer and May. 
The mayd sayd al soe soone, 
" Soe faire a ratch I never saw none, 

Nor pleasanter to my pay ! 

" Wold to God that I him ought ! " 
Sir Lybius anon him caught, 

And gave him to maid Elen. 
They rode fforth all rightes, 1090 

And told of flighting with knights 

ffor ladyes bright and sheene. 
They had rydden but a while, 
Not the space of a mile 

Into that fforrest greene ; 
Then they saw a hind sterke, 
And two grayhounds that were like 

The ratch that I of meane. 

They hunted still under the lind 

To see the course of that hind 1100 

Under the fforrest side. 
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There beside dwelled that knight 
That Sir Otes de Lile hight, 

A man of much pride ; 
He was cladd all in Inde, 
And ffast pursued after the hind 

Upon a bay distere; 
Loude he gan his home blow. 
For the hunters shold itt know, 

And know where he were. mo 



As he rode by that woode right, 
There he saw that younge knight 

And alsoe that tiaire may ; 
They dwarffe rode by his side. 
Sir Otes bade they shold abyde, 

They ledd his ratch away : 
" frreinds," he said, " why doe you soe? 
Let my ratch frrom you goe ; 

Good for you itt were. 
I say to you without lye, 1120 

This ratch has beene my 

All out this seven yeere.* 



»» 



Sir Lybius said anon tho, 

" I tooke him with my hands two, 

And with me shall he abyde ; 
I gave him to this maid hend 
That with me dothe wend 

Riding by my side." 
Then said Sir Otes de Lile, 
" Thou puttest thee in great perill 1 130 

To be slaine, if thou abide.** 
Sir Lybius said in that while, 
" I give right nought of thy wile, 

Churle! tho thou chyde." 
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Then spake Sir Otes de Lile, 
And said, " Thy words be vile ! 

Churle was never my name ! 
I say to thee without ffayle, 
The Countesse of Carlile 

Certes was my dame ; 1 140 

" And if I were armed now 
As well as art thou, 

Wee wold flight in-same. 
Or thou my ratch frrom me reve, 
We wold play, ere itt were eve, 

A wonderous strong game." 
Sir Lybius said al soe prest, 
" Goe fforth and doe thy best ; 

Thy ratch with mee shall wend." 
They rode on right west 1 150 

Througe a deepe fforrest, 

Then as the dwarffe them kend. 

Sir Otes de Lile in that stower 
Rode home into his tower, 

And ffor his flreinds sent, 
And told them anon-rights 
How one of Arthurs knights 

Shamely had him shent, 
And had his ratche away inome. 
Then they sayd all and some, 11 60 

That " Theese shall soone be tane ; 
And never home shall hee come 
Tho he were as grim a groome 

As ever was Sir Gawaine." 

They dight them to armes 
With gleaves and gysarmes, 

As they wold warr on take ; 
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Knights and squiers 
Leapt on their disteres 

ffor their lords sake. 1170 

Upon a hill trulye 

Sir Lybius they can espye, 

Ryding a well good pace. 
To him gan they loud crye, 
And said, " Thou shalt dye 

ffor thy great trespas ! " 
Sir Lybius againe beheld 
How fiiill was the ffeild, 

For many people there was ; 
He said to maid Ellen, 11 80 

" ffor this ratch I weene 

To us commeth a carefull case. 

" I rede that yee withdraw 
Yonder into the woods wawe, 

Your heads for to hyde ; 
ffor here upon this plaine, 
Tho I shold be slaine, 

The battell I will abyde." 
Into the fforrest they rode ; 
And Sir Lybius there abode 11 90 

Of him what may betyde. 
Then they smote at him with crossebowes, 
With speare, and with bowes turkoys, 

That made him wounds wyde. 

Sir Lybius with his horsse ran, 
And bare downe horsse and man ; 

ffor nothing wold he spare. 
Every man said then 
That hee was the ffeend Sathan 

That wold mankind fforfare; 1200 
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ffor he that Sir Lybius raught, 
His death wound there he caught, 

And smote them downe by-deene. 
But anon he was besett, 
As a ffish in a nett, 

With groomes ffell and keene ; 

For twelve knights verelye 
He saw come ryding redylye 

In armes ffaire and bright ; 
All the day they had rest, 1210 

For they thought in the fforrest 

To see Sir Lybius that knight. 
In a sweate they were all twelve, — 
One was the lord himselfe 

In they Ryme to read right : — 
They smote att him all att once, 
ffor they thought to breake his bones 

And ffell him downe in"ffight. 

ffast together can they ding ; 

And round they stroakes he gan fninge 1220 

Among them all in fere ; 
fforsooth without leasing 
The sparkells out gan springe 

Of sheeld and harnesse cleere. 
Sir Lybius slew of them three, 
And four away gan fflee 

And wold not come him nere ; 
The lord abode in that stoure, 
And soe did his sonnes four, 

To sell their lives deere. 1230 

Then they gave stroakes rive, 
He one against them five, 

And ffought as they were wood, 
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Nye downe they gan him bring ; 
As the water of a spring 

Of him ran the bloode ; 
His sword brake by the hike ; 
Then was he neere spilt; 

He was ffull madd of moode. 
The lord a stroake on him sett 1240 

Through helme and basnett, 

In the skull itt stoode. 



Then in a swoone he lowted lowe ; 
He leaned on his saddle bow 

As a man that was nye slake ; 
His four sonnes were all a bowne 
ffor to perish his acton, 

Double maile and plate ; 
But as he gan to smart, 
Againe he plucked up his hart, 1250 

As the kinde of his estate ; 
And soone he hent in his ffist 
An axe that hanged on his sadle crest, 

Almost itt was too late. 

Then he ffought as a knight ; 
Their horsses ffell downe right, 

He slew att stroakes three. 
And when the lord saw the flight, 
Of his horsse a-downe gan light, 

Away hee ffast gan fflee. 1260 

Sir Lybius noe longer abode, 
But after him ffast he rode, 

And under a chest of tree 
There he had him killed ; 
But the lord him yeelded 

Att his will ffor to bee, 
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And ffor to yeeld him his stent, 
Treasure, land, and rent, 

Castle, hall, and tower. 
Sir Lybius consented therto 1270 

In fforward that he wold goe 

Unto King Arthur, 
And say, " Lord of great renowne ! 
In battell I am overthrowne ; 

And sent thee to honor." 
The lord granted theretill, 
ffor to doe all his will. 

They went home to his tower, 

And anon maiden Ellen 

With knights ffiveteene 1280 

Was ffeitched into the castle. 
Shee and the'dwarffe by-deene 
Told of his deeds keene, 

And how that itt befell 
That hee had presents four 
Sent unto King Arthur, 

That he had woone flull well. 
The lord was glad and blythe, 
And thanked God often sithe 

And alsoe St. Michall, 1290 

That such a noble knight 
Shold ffor that ladye ffight 

That was soe ffeire and ffree. 
In the towne dwelled a knight : 
Att the ffull ffortnight 

Sir Lybyus gan bee, 

And did heale him of his wounds 
Bothe hole and sound 

By the six weekes end. 
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Then Sir Lybius and his may 1300 

Rode fforthe on their way, 

To Sinadon to wend ; 
And alsoe the lord of that tower 
Went unto King Arthur, 

And prisoner him did yeeld, 
And told how a knight younge 
In flighting had him woone, 

And overcome him in the ffeeld ; 

And said, " Lord of great renowne ! 

I am in battell brought a-downe 13 10 

With a knight soe bolde." 
King Arthur had good game, 
And soe had they all in-same 

That heard that tale soe told. 



Sixth Parte 

Now let us rest awhile 
Of Sir Otes de Lile, 

And tell wee other tales. 
Sir Lybius rode many a mile, 
Sawe adventures many and vile 

In England and in Wales, 1320 

Till itt beffell in the monthe of June, 
When the ffenell hangeth in the towne 

All greene in seemlye manner, 
The midsummer day is ffaire and long; 
Merry is the ffoules songe, 

The notes of birds on bryar ; 



Sir Lybius then gan ryde 
Along by a river side, 

And saw a ffaire citye 
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With pavillyons of much pride, *330 

And a castle ffaire and wyde, 

And gates great plentye. 
He asked ffast what itt hight : 
The maid said anon-right, 

" Sir, I will tell thee ; 
Men clepeth itt He Dore ; 
There hath beene slaine knights more 

Then beene in this countrye 

" ffor a ladye that is of price, 

Her coulour is red as rose on rise. 1 340 

All this cuntry is in doubt 
ffor a gyant that hight Mangys, 
There is noe more such theeves ! 

That ladye hee lyeth about; 
He is heathen, as blacke as pitch ; 
Now there be no more such 

Of deeds strong and stout ; 
What knight that passeth this brigg, 
His armes he must downe ligg, 

And to the gyant lout. 1350 

" He is twenty ffoote of lenght, 
And much more of strenght 

Then other knights ffive. 
Sir Lybius ! now bethinke thee. 
Hee is more grimmner ffor to see 

Then any one alive ; 
He beareth haires on his brow 
Like the bristles of a sow ; 

His head is great and stout ; 
Eche arme is the lenght of an ell, 1360 

His ffists beene great and flell, 

Dints ffor to drive about." 
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Sir Lybius said, " Maiden hend ! 
On our way wee will wend 

ffor all his stroakes ill. 
If God will me grace send, 
Or this day come to an end 

I hope him ffor to spill. 
Tho I be young and lite, 
I will him sore smyte, 1370 

And let God doe His will. 
I beseech God almight 
That I may soe with him flight, 

That giant ffor to kill." 

Then they rode fforth all three 
Unto that ffaire cytye, 

Men call itt He Dore ; 
Anon Mangy can they see 
Upon a bridge of tree, 

As grimm as any bore ; 1380 

His sheild was blacke as ter ; 
His paytrill, his crouper, 

Three mammetts there-in were ; 
They were gaylye gilt with gold ; 
And a spere in his hand he did hold, 

And alsoe his sword in ffere. 



He cryed to him in despite, 
And said, " flellow, I thee quite ! 

Now what thou art, mee tell ; 
And turne againe al soe tyte I 39° 

ffor thine owne proffitt, 

If thou love thy selfe well." 
Sir Lybius said anon-right, 
King Arthur made me a knight ; 

Unto him I made my vow 



« 
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That I shold never turne my backe 
ffor noe such devill in blacke. 

Goe ! make thee readye now ! 
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Now Sir Lybius and Mangys, 

Of horsses proud of price 1400 

Together they rode full right; 
Both lords and ladyes there 
Lay on pount tornere 

To see that seemlye sight, 
And prayed to God loud and still, 
' If that itt were His will, 

To helpe that Cristyan knight; 
And the vile gyaunt 
That beleeveth in Termagant, 

That he might dye in flight I ' 14 10 

Theire speres brake assunder, 
Their stroakes flared as the thunder, 

The peeces gan out spring. 
Every man had great wonder 
That Sir Lybius had not beene under 

Att the flirst begininge. 
Anon they drew sords bothe ; 
As men that were ffull wrothe, 

Together gan they dinge : 
Sir Lybius smote Mangy es thoe 1420 

That his sheild ffell him ffroe, 

In the ffeild he gan itt ffling. 

Mangyes gan smite in that stead 
Sir Lybius horse on the head, 

And dashed out his braine ; 
His horsse fell downe dyinge. 
Sir Lybius sayd nothing, 

But start up againe ; 
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An axe in his hand he hent anon 

That hunge on his sadle arson, 1430 

And smote a stroake of maine 
Through Mangis horsse swire, 
Carved him throug long and liver, 

and quitt him well againe. 

Descrive thestroakes cold no man 
That were given betwene them then ; 

To bedd peace was no boote thoe ; 
Deepe wounds there they caught, 
ffor they both sore ffought, 

And either was others ffoe. 1440 

flro : the hower of prime 
Till it was evensong time, 

They ffought together thoe. 
Sir Lybius thirsted then sore, 
And sayd, " Mangyes, thine ore ! 

To drinke lett me goe ; 

"And I will grant to thee, 
What love thou biddest mee, 

Such happe if thee betyde. 
Great shame itt wold bee 1450 

A knight ffor thirst shold dye, 

And to thee litle pryde." 

Mangies granted him his will, 
ffor to drinke his flill 

Without any more despite. 
As Sir Lybius lay over the banke, 
Through his helme he dranke ; 

Mangyes gan him smite 
That into the river he goes. 
But up anon he rose ; 1460 

Wonderffull he was dight 
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With his armour every deale ; 
" Now by St. Micaheel 
I am twise as light ! 

"What weenest thout ffeend fere? 
That I unehirstened were 

Or thou saw itt with sight ? 
I shall, ffor thy baptise, 
Well quitte thee thy service, 

By the grace of God almight." H7 

A new battell there began ; 
Either ffast to other ran, 

And stroakes gave with might. 
There was many a gentleman, 
And alsoe ladyes as white as swan, 

They prayed all ffor the knight. 

But Mangis anon in the ffeild 
Carved assunder Sir Lybius sheild 

With stroakes of armes great. 
Then Sir Lybius rann away 1480 

Thither were Mangis sheild lay ; 

And up he can itt gett, 

And ran againe to him ; 
With stroakes great and grim 

Together they did assayle ; 
There beside the watter brimne 
Till it waxed wonderous dimm, 

Betweene them lasted that battell. 
Sir Lybius was warryour wight, 
And smote a stroke of much might; J 490 

Through hawberke, plate and maile, 
Hee smote of by the shoolder bone 
His right arme soone and anon 

Into the ffeild with-out ffaile. 
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When the gyant that gan see 
That he shold slaine bee, 

Hee filed with much maine. 
Sir Lybius after him gan hye, 
And with strong stroakes mightye 

Smote his backe in twaine. 1500 

Thus was the gyant dead : 
Sir Lybius smote of his head ; 

Then was the people ffaine. 
Sir Lybius bare the head to the towne ; 
They mett him with a fiaire procession, 

The people came him againe. 

A ladye white as the lyllye fflower, 
Hight Madam de Armoroure. 

Received that gentle knight, 
And thanked him in that stoure 15 10 

That hee wold her succour 

Against that ffeend to flight. 
Into the chamber shee him ledd, 
And in purple and pall shee him cledd, 

And in rich royall weede; 
And profferred him with honor 
ffor to be lord of towne and tower, 

And her owne selfe to meede. 

Sir Lybius ffrened her in hast, 

And love to her anon he cast, 1520 

ffbr shee was fiaire and sheene. 
Alas, that hee had not beene chast! 
ffbr afterwards att the last 

Shee did him betray and teene. 
Twelve monthes and more 
Sir Lybius tarryed thore, 

And his mayden with renowne, 
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That he might never out scape 
ffor to helpe and ffor to wrake 

The ladye of Sinadone ; 1 5 3 o 

ffor that flaire lady 
Told more of sorcery 

Then such other ffive ; 
Shee made him great melodye, 
Of all manner of minstrelsye 

That any man cold discreeve. 
When he looked on her flace, 
Him thought certainlye that hee was 

In Paradice alive, 
With flantasye and flayrye ; 15+0 

And shee bleared his eye 

With flalse sorcerye. 



Seventh Parte 

Till itt beffell upon a day 
He mett with Ellen that may 

Betwene the castle and the tower; 
Then unto him shee gan say, 
" Thou art ffalse of thy flay, 

Unto King Arthur! 
ffor the love of that ladye 
That can soe much curtesye, J 550 

Thou doest thee dishonor! 
My ladye of Sinadon 
May long lye in prison, 

And that is great dolour ! " 

Sir Lybius hard her speake, 
Him thought his hart wold breake 
ffor sorrow and ffor shame. 
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Att a posterne there beside 
By night they gan out ryde 

ffrom that gentle dame. 1560 

Hee tooke with him his good steede, 
His sheeld and his best weede, 

And rode fforth all in-same ; 
And the steward stout in fibre, 
He made him his squier, 

Sir Geffelett was his name. 



They rode fforth on their way, 
But lightly on their journey, 

On bay homes and browne ; 
Till itt beffell upon a day J 57° 

They saw a citye flaire and gay, 

Men call itt Sinadowne, 
With a castle hye and wyde, 
And pavillyons of much pride 

That were of flaire fiashyon. 
Then said Sir Lybius 
I have great wonder of an use 

That he saw in the towne ; 



« 



They gathered dirt and mire frull flast : 

Which beffore was out cast, 1580 

They gathered in, I-wis. 
Sir Lybius said in hast, 
" Tell me now, mayd chast, 

What betokeneth this ? 
They take in all their hore 
That was cast out beffore ! 

Methinke they doe amisse." 
Then sayd mayd Ellen, 
Sir Lybius, without leasing 

I will tell thee why itt is. J 59Q 



« 
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" There is no king soe well arrayed, 
Tho he had before payd, 

That there shold take ostell, 
fFor a dread of a steward 
That men call Sir Lamberd ; 

He is the constable of the castle. 
But ride into the castle gate, 
And aske thine inne theratt 

Both flaire and well ; 
And or he bidd thee nede, 1600 

Justing he will thee bedd, 

By God and by St. Michaell! 

" And if he beare thee downe, 
His trumpetts shalbe bowne, 

Their beaugles ffor to blow ; 
Then over all this towne, 
Both mayd and garsowne 

But dirt on thee shall throwe ; 
And but thou thither wend, 
Unto thy lives end 16 10 

Cowarde thou shalt be know; 
And soe may King Arthur 
Losse all his great honor 

For thy deeds slowe ! " 

Sir Lybius sayd, " That were despite ! 
Thither I will goe ffiill tyte, 

If I be man on live ; 
ffor to doe Arthurs delight, 
And to make that lady quite, 

To him I will drive. 1620 

Sir Geffelett, make thee ready, 
And lett us now goe hastilye, 

Anon that wee were bowne." 
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They rode fforth on their gate 
Till they came to the castle gate 
That was of great renowne, 

And there they asked ostell 
In that flaire castell 

ffor a venturous knight. 
The porter ffaire and well 1630 

Lett them in ffull snell, 

And asked anon-right, 
" Who is your governor ? " 
They said, " King Arthur, 

A man of much might. 
To be a king he is worthye, 
He is the Slower of chivalrye, 

His ffone to ffell in flight." 

The porter went without ffable 

To his lord the constable, 1640 

And this tale him told : 
" Sir, without any Sable, 
Of Arthurs round table 

Be comen two knights bold. 
The one is armed ffull sure 
With rich and royall armoufe, 

With three lyons of gold." 
The lord was gladd and blythe, 
And said to them ffull swythe, 

Just with them hee wold : 1650 

" Bidd them make them yare 
Into the ffeeld ffbr to flare 

Without the castle gate." 
The porter wold not stent, 
But even anon went 

To them lightlye att the yate, 
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And sayd anon-rightes, 
" Yee adventurous knights, 

ffor nothing that yee lett ; 
Looke your sheelds be good and strong, 1660 

And your speres good and long, 

Sheild, plate, and basnett, 

" And ryde you into the ffeild ; 
My lord with speare and sheild 

Anon with you will play." 
Sir Lybius spake words bold, 
And said, " This tale is well told, 

And pleasant to my pay." 
Into the feld they rode, 
And boldlye there abode 1670 

In their best array. 
Sir Lamberd armed ffull weele 
Both in iron and in Steele 

That was both stout and gay ; 

His sheeld was sure and ffine, 
Three bores heads was therin 

As blacke as brond brent, 
The bordure was of rich armin, — 
There was none soe quent a ginn 

ffirom Carlile into Kent, — 1680 

And of the same paynture 
Was his paytrell and his armoure. 

In lande where ever he went, 
Two squiers with him did ryde, 
And bare three speares by his side 

To deale with doughtye dint. 

Then that stout stewared 
That hight Sir Lamberd 

Armed him ffiill well and bright, 
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And rode into the ffeild ward — 1690 

ffeircely as any libbard — 

There abode him that knight. 
Him tooke a speare of great shape ; 
He thought he came to late. 

When he him saw with sight, 
Soone he rode to him that stond 
With a speare that was round, 

As a man of much might. 

Either smote on others sheeld 

That the peeces ffell in the ffeild 1 700 

Of theire speares long. 
Every man to other tolde 
" That younge knight is frull bold." 

To him with a speare he fflounge ; 
Sir Lamberd did stifflye ssitt ; 
He was wrath out of his witt 

ffor ire and ffor teene, 
And sayd, " Bring me a speare ! 
ffor this knight is not to lere, 

Soone itt shalbe seene." 17 10 

Then they tooke shaftes round, 
With crownalls sharpe ground, 

And ffast to-gether did run ; 
Either proved other in that stond 
To give either theire deaths wound, 

With harts as ifeirce as any lyon. 
Lamberd smote Sir Lybius thoe 
That his sheeld ffell him ffroe 

Into the ffeild a-downe ; 
Sir Lamberd him soe hitt 1720 

That unnethes hee might sett 

Upright in his arsowme, 

no 



Digitized by 



Google 



His shaft brake with great power. 
Sir Lybius hitt him on the visor 

That of went his helme bright ; 
The pesanye, ventayle, and gorgere, 
With the helme fflew fforth in fere, 

And Sir Lamberd upright 
Sate rocking in his sadle 
As a chyld in a cradle *730 

Without maine and might. 
Every man tooke other by the lappe, 
And laughed and gan their hands clappe, 

Barron, burgesse, and knight. 

Sir Lamberd, he thought to sitt bett ; 
Another helme he made to ffett, 

And a shaft frull meete. 
And when they together mett, 
Either other on their helmes sett 

Strokes grim and great. J 740 

Then Sir Lamberds speare brast, 
And Sir Lybius sate soe ffast 

In the saddle there hee sett, 
That they constable Sir Lamberd 
ffell of his horsse backward, 

Soe sore they there mett. 

Sir Lamberd was ashamed sore. 
Sir Lybius asked if he wold more. 

He answered and said, " Nay ! 
ffor sithe that ever I was bore, !75° 

Saw I never here beffore 

None ryde soe to my pay ! 
By the faith that I am in, 
Thou art come of Sir Gawayines kin, 

Thou art soe stout and gay. 
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If thou wilt flight ffor my ladye, 
Welcome thou art to mee, 
By my troth I say ! " 

Sir Lybius sayd, " Sikerlye 

I will flight for my ladye - y 1760 

I promised soe to King Arthur; 
But I ne wott how ne why, 
Who does her that villanye, 

Ne what is her dolor ; 
But this maid that is her mesenger, 
Certes has brought me here 

Her ffor to succour." 
Sir Lamberd said in that stond 
" Welcome, Sir Knight of the Table Round, 

Into my strong tower! " *770 

Then mayd Ellen anon-rightes 

Was ffeitched fforth with five knights 

Beffore Sir Lamberd. 
Shee and the dwarffe by-deene 
Told of six battells keene 

That he had done thitherward : 
They sayd that Sir Lybius then 
Had ffought with strong men, 

And beene in stowers hardye. 
Then they were glad and blythe, 1780 

And thanked God alsoe sithe 

That he were soe mightye. 

They welcomed him with mild cheere, 
And sett them to supper 

With much mirth and game. 
Sir Lybius and Sir Lamberd in ffere 
Of ancyents that beffore were 

Talked both in-same. 
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Sir Lybius sayd, " With-out flable, 

Tell me now, Sir Constable, I 79© 

What is the knights name 
That hath put in prison 
My ladye of Sinadon 

That is soe gentle a dame ? " 

Sir Lamberd said, " Soe mote I gone, 
Knights there beene none 

That dare her away lead ; 
Two clarkes beene her ffone, 
mill ffalse in body and in bone, 

That hath done this deed. 1800 

They be men of masterye 
Their artes ffor to reade of sorcerye ; 

Mabam they hight one in deede, 
And Iron hight the other verelye, 
Clarckes of nigromancye, 

Of them wee haue great dread. 

" This Mabam and Irowne 
Have made in the towne 

A palace of quent gin ; 
There is no erle ne barron 18 10 

That has hart as lyon 

That dare come therin ; 
Itt is all of the flaierye 
Wrought by nigromancye, 

That wonder it is to winne. 
There they keepe in prison 
My ladye of Sinadowne, 

That is of knights kinn. 

" Oftentimes wee her crye ; 

ffor to see her with eye, 1820 

Therto we have no might. 
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This Mabam and Iron trulye 
Had sworene to death trulye 

Her death ffor to dight, 
But if shee grant untill 
ffor to do Mabams will, 

And give him all her right 
Of all that dukedome flayre, 
Therof is my ladye heyre 

That is soe much of might. 1830 

" Shee is soe meeke and soe ffaire ; 
Therfore wee be in dispayre 

ffor the dolour that shees in." 
Then sayd Sir Lybius, 
" Through the helpe of Jesus, 

That ladye I will winne ; 
And Mabam and Iron, 
Smite of there anon 

Theire heads in that stoure, 
And wine that lady bright, 1 840 

And bring her to her right 

With joy and much honor." 

Then there was no more tales to tell 
In that strong castle. 

To supp and make good cheere, 
The barrons and burgesse all 
Came to that seemlye hall 

ffor to listen and heare 
How Sir Lybius had wrought ; 
And if the knight were ought, 1850 

His talking for to harke. 
They ffound them sitting in ffere 
Talking, att their supper, 

Of knights stout and starke. 
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Eighth Parte 

And after they went to rest, 

And tooke their likeing as them list 

In that castell all night. 
On the morrow anon-right 
Sir Lybius was armed bright ; 

ffresh he was to flight. i860 

Sir Lamberd led him algate 
Right unto the castle gate ; 

Open they were Sull right ; 
No man durst him neere bringe 
fforsooth, with-out leasing, 

Barron, burgess, ne knight, 



But turned home againe. 
Sir Gefflet his owne swaine 

Wold with him ryde, 
But Sir Lybius ffor certaine 1870 

Sayd he shold backe againe, 

And att home abyde. 
Sir Gefflett againe gan ryde 
With Sir Lamberd ffor to abyde ; 

And to Jesu Christ they cryed, 
ffor to send them tydings gladd 
Of them that long had 

Destroyed their welthes wyde. 

Sir Lybius, knight curteous, 

Rode into that proud palace, 1880 

And att the hall he light. 
Trumpetts, homes, and shaumes, ywis, 
He ffound beffore the hye dese, 

He heard, and saw with sight. 
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A flayre flyer there was stout and stowre 
In the midds of the flore, 

Brening flaire and bright. 
Then flurther in hee yeed, 
And tooke with him his steede 

That helped him to flight. 1890 

^Furthermore he began to passe, 
And beheld then everye place 

All about the hall ; 
Of nothing, more ne lesse, 
He saw no body that there was, 

But minstrells cladde in pall, 
With harpe, ffidle and [r]ote, 
And alsoe with organ note, — 

Great mirth they made all, — 
And alsoe fiddle and sautrye ; 1 900 

Soe much of minstrelsye 

Ne say he never in hall. 

Before every man stood 
A torch flayre and good, 

Brening frull bright. 
Sir Lybius evermore yode 
ffor to witt with egar mood 

Who shold with him flight. 
Hee went into all the corners, 
And beheld the pillars 19 10 

That seemelye were to sight; 
Of jasper fline and cristall, 
All was flourished in the hall j 

Itt was ffull flaire and bright. 

The dores were all of brasse, 
And the windowes of flaire glasse, 
That ymagyrye itt was drive. 
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The hall well painted was ; 
Noe ffairer in noe place ; 

Marvelous ffor to descrive. 1920 

Hee sett him on the hye dese : 
Then the minstrells were in peace 

That made the mirth soe gay, 
The torches that were soe bright 
Were quenched anon-right, 

And the minstrells were all away ; 

The dores and the windowes all, 
They bett together in the hall 

As it were strokes of thunder ; 
The stones in the castle wall *930 

About him downe gan ffall ; — 

Thereof he had great wonder ; — 
The earth began to quake, 
And the dese ffor to shake 

That was him there unnder ; 
The hall began for to breake, 
And soe did the wall eke, 

As they shold ffall assunder. 

As he sate thus dismayd, 

He held himselfe betrayd. X 94Q 

Then horses heard hee nay : 
To himselfe then he sayd, 
" Now I am the better apayd, 

For yett I hope to play." 
Hee looked iForth into the iFeild, 
Saw there with speare and sheild 

Men of armes tway, 
In purple and pale armoure 
Well harnished in that stoure, 

With great garlands gay. J 450 
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The one came ryding into the hall, 
And to him thus gan call, 

" Sir Knight adventurous ! 
Such a case there is befall ; 
Tho thou bee proude in pall, 

flight thou must with us. 
I hold thee quent of ginne 
If thou my ladye winne 

That is in prison." 
Sir Lybius said anon-right, i960 

" All ffresh I am ffor to flight, 

With the helpe of Goddes Sonne." 

Sir Lybyus with good hart 
ffast into the saddle he start ; 

In his hand a speare he hent, 
And ffeircly he rode him till, 
His enemyes ffor to spill ; 

ffor that was his entent. 
But when they had together mett, 
Either on others helme sett '970 

With speares doughtye dent. 
Mabam his speare all to-brast ; 
Then was Mabam evill agast, 

And held him shameffully shent. 

And with that stroke ffelowne 
Sir Lybius bare him downe 

Over his horsse tayle ; 
ffor Mabams saddle arsowne 
Brake there-with, and fell downe 

Into the ffeild without flayle. 1980 

Well nye he had him slone ; 
But then came ryding Iron 

In a good hawberke of mayle ; 
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All ffresh he was to flight, 
And thought he wold anon-right 
Sir Lybius assayle. 

Sir Lybius was of him ware, 
And speare unto him bare, 

And left his brother still. 
Such a stroke he gave hime thore *99Q 

That his hawberke all to-tore ; 

That liked him ffull ill. 
Their speares brake in two ; 
Swords gan they draw tho 

With hart grim and grill, 
And stifflye gan to other flight ; 
Either on other proved their might, 

Eche other ffbr to spill. 

Then together gan they hew. 

Mabam, the more shrew, 2000 

Up he rose againe ; 
He heard and alsoe knew 
Iron gave strokes flew; 

Therof he was not ffaine ; 
But to him he went ffull right 
ffbr to helpe Iron to flight, 

And avenge him on his enemye. 
Tho he were never soe wroth, 
Sir Lybius fought against them both 

And kept himselfe manlye. 2010 

When Mabam saw Iron, 
He ffbught as a lyon 

The knight to slay with wreake. 
Beffbre his ffardar arsowne 
Soone he carved then downe 

Sir Lybius steeds necke. 
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Sir Lybius was a worthy wanyour, 
And smote a two his thye in that stoure, 

Skine, bone, and blood. 
Then helped him not his clergye, 2020 

Neither his flalse sorcerye, 

But downe he ffell with sorry moode. 

Sir Lybius of his horsse alight, 
With Mabam ffor to flight. 

In the ffeild both in ffere 
Strong stroakes they gave with might, 
That sprakeles sprang out ffull bright 

ffrom helme and harnesse cleere. 
As either ffast on other bett, 
Both their swords mett, 2030 

As yee may now heare. 
Mabam, that was the more shrew, 
The sword of Sir Lybius he did hew 

In two quite and cleare. 

Then Sir Lybius was quite ashamed, 
And in his hart evi[l] agramed 

ffor he had lost his sword, 
And his steed was lamed, 
And he shold be defamed 

To King Arthur his lord. 2040 

To Iron lithelye he ran, 
And hent up his sword then 

- That sharpe edge had and hard, 
And ran to Mabam right 
And ffast on him gan flight, 

And like a madman he flared. 

But ever then ffought Mabam, 
As he had beene a wyld man, 
Sir Lybius ffor to sloe. 
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But Sir Lybius carved downe 2050 

His sheild with that flawchowne 

That he tooke Iron ffroe : 
True tale ffor to be told, 
The left hand with the sheild 

Away he smote thoe. 
Then sayd Mabam him till 
" Sir ! thy stroakes beene ill ! 

Gentle knight, now hoe, 

" And I will yeeld me to thee 

In love and in loyaltye B060 

Att thine owne will, 
And alsoe that lady ffree 
That is in my posstee, 

Take her I will thee till ; 
flror through that shrueed dint 
My hand I have tint; 

The veinim will me spill ; 
fforsooth without othe 
I venomed them both, 

Our enemyes ffor to kill.'* 2070 

Sir Lybius sayd, " By my thrifft 
I will not have of thy gift 

ffor all this world to winn ! 
Therfore lay on stroakes swythe! 
The one shall cut the other blythe 

The head of by the chin! " 
Then Sir Lybius and Mabam 
ffought together ffast then, 

And lett ffor nothing againe ; 
That Sir Lybius that good knight 2080 

Carved his helme downe right, 

And his head in twayne. 
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Ninth Parte 

Now is Mabam slaine ; 

And to Irom he went againe, 

With sword drawne to fEght ; 
fFor to have cloven his braine, 
I tell you fFor certaine 

He went to him ffull right ; 
But when he came there, 
Away he was bore 2090 

Into what place he nist. 
He sought him fFor the nones 
Wyde in many woones ; 

To flight more him list. 

As he stood, and him bethought 
That itt wold be deere bought 

That he was frrom him fere, 
ffor he wold with sorcerye 
Doe much tormen[tr]ye, 

And that was much care. 2100 

He tooke his sword hastilye, 
And rode upon a hill hye, 

And looked round about. 
Then he was ware of a valley ; 
Thitherward he tooke the way 

As a sterne knight and stout. 

As he rode by a river side 
He was ware of him that tyde 

Upon the river brimm : 
He rode to him ffull hott, 2 no 

And of his head he smote, 

ffast by the chinn; 
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And when he had him shine, 
ffast hee tooke the way againe 

For to have that lady gent. 
As soone as he did thither come, 
Of his horsse he light downe, 

And into the hall hee went 

And sought that ladye ffaire and hend, 

But he cold her not find ; 2120 

Therfor he sighed flull sore. 
Still he sate mourning 
ffor that ladye ffaire and young ; 

For her was all his care ; 
He ne wist what he doe might ; 
But still he sate, and sore he sight, 

Of joy hee was ffull bare. 

But as he sate in that hall, 

He heard a window in the wall, 

ffaire itt gan unheld ; — 2130 

Great wonder there with-all 
In his hart gan flail ; — 

As he sate and beheld, 
A worme out gan pace 
With a womans fface 

That was younge and nothing old. 
The wormes tayle and her winges 
Shone ffayre in all thinges, 

And gay ffor to beholde. 

Grislye great was her taile, 2140 

The clawes large without flayle ; 

Lothelye was her bodye. 
Sir Lybius swett for heate, 
There sate in his seate 

As all had beene a ffire him by. 
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Then was Sir Lybius evill agast, 
And thought his body wold brast. 

Then shee neighed him nere ; 
And or Sir Lybius itt wist, 
The worme with mouth him kist, 2150 

And colled about his lyre. 

And after that kissing, 

The wormes tayle and her wing 

ffell away her ffroe ; 
She was flaire in all thing, 
A woman without leasing; 

Fairer he saw never or thoe. 
Shee stood upp al soe naked 
As Christ had her shaped. 

Then was Sir Lybius woe. 2 1 60 

Shee sayd, " God that on the rood gan bleed, 
Sir Knight, quitt thee thy meede, 

ffor thou my ffone wold sloe. 

" Thou hast slaine now ffull right 
Two clarkes wicked of might 

That wrought by the ffeende. 
East, west, north and south, 
They were masters of their mouth ; 

Many a man they have shend. 
Through their inchantment, 2170 

To a worme they had me meant, 

Ne woe to wrapp me in 
Till I had kissed Sir Gawaine 
That is a noble knight certaine, 

Or some man of his kinn. 

ffor thou hast saved my liffe, 
Castles fifty and ffive 

Take to thee I will, 
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And my selfe to be thy wiffe 

Right without striffe, 2180 

If itt be your will." 

Then was he glad and blythe, 
And thanked God often sythe 

That him that grace had sent, 
And sayd, " My [lady] faire and flree, 
All my love I leave with thee, 

By God omnipotent! 
I will goe, my ladye bright, 
To the castle gate ffull right, 

Thither ffor to wend 2190 

ffor to feitch your geere 
That yee were wont to weare, 

And them I will you send. 

" Alsoe, if itt be your will, 
I pray you to abyde still 

Till I come againe." 
" Sir," shee said, " I you pray 
Wend fforth on your way, 

Therof I am flaine." 

Sir Lybius to the castle rode, 2200 

There the people him abode ; 

To Jesu Christ gan they crye 
ffor to send them tydings glad 
Of them that long had 

Done them tormentrye. 
Sir Lybius is to the castle come, 
And to Sir Lamberd he told anon, 

And alsoe the barronye, 
How Sir Mabam was slaine 
And Sir Iron, both twayine, 2210 

By the helpe of mild Marye. 
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When that knight soe keene 
Had told how itt had beene 

To them all by-deene, 
A rich robe good and ffine, 
Well ffurred with good ermine, 

He sent that ladye sheene ; 

Kerchers and garlands rich 
He sent to her priviliche, 

That mayd ho wold home bring. 2220 

And when shee was readye dight, 
Thither they went anon-right, 

Both old and young. 

And all the ffolke of Sinadowne 
With a ffaire procession 

The ladye home they ftett. 
And when they were come to towne, 
Of precyous gold a rich crowne 

There on her head they sett. 

They were glad and blythe, 2230 

And thanked God often sithe 

That ffrom woe them had brought. 
All the lords of dignitye 
Did him homage and ffealtye, 

As of right they ought. 

They dwelled seven dayes in the tower 
There Sir Lamberd was governor, 

With mirth, joy, and game ; 
And then they rode with honor 
Unto King Arthur, 2240 

The knights all in-same. 
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CHILDE MAURICE 



Childe Maurice hunted ithe silven wood, 

He hunted itt round about, 
And noebodye that he ffound therin, 

Nor none there was with-out. 

And he tooke his silver combe in his hand, 

To kembe his yellow lockes ; 
He sayes, " Come hither, thou litle ffoot page, 

That runneth lowlye by my knee ! 
ffor thou shalt goe to John Stewards wiffe 

And pray her speake with mee. 10 

" And as itt flails out many times, 

As knotts beene knitt on a kell, 
Or marchant men gone to leeve London 

Either to buy ware or sell, 

" I, and greete thou doe that ladye well, 

Ever soe well frroe mee, — 
And as itt flalles out many times 

As any hart can thinke, 

" As schoole masters are in any schoole house 

Writting with pen and iinke, — 20 

ffor if I might, as well as shee may, 

This night I wold with her speake. 

" And heere I send her a mantle of greene, 

As greene as any grasse, 
And bidd her come to the silver wood 

To hunt with Child Maurice ; 
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" And there I send her a ring of gold, 

A ring of precyous stone, 
And bidd her come to the silver wood ; 

Let ffor no kind of man." 30 

One while this litle boy he yode, 

Another while he ran ; 
Until he came to John Stewards hall, 

I- wis, he never blan. 

And of nurture the child had good ; 

Hee ran up hall and bower frree, 
And when he came to this lady ftaire, 

Sayes, " God you save and see ! 

" I am come frrom Child Maurice, 

A message unto thee ; 40 

And Child Maurice, he greetes you well, 

And ever soe well ffrom mee. 

" And as itt flails out oftentimes, 

As knotts beene knitt on a kell, 
Or marchant men gone to leeve London, 

Either ffor to buy ware or sell, 

" And as oftentimes he greetes you well 

As any hart can thinke, 
Or schoolemasters in any schoole 

Wry ting with pen and inke; 50 

" And heere he sends a mantle of greene, 

As greene as any grasse, 
And he bidds you come to the silver wood, 

To hunt with Child Maurice. 
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" And heere he sends you a ring of gold, 

A ring of the precyous stone, 
He prayes you to come to the silver wood, 

Let ffor no kind of man." 

" Now peace, now peace, thou litle ffootpage, 

ffor Christes sake, I pray thee ! 60 

ffor if my lord heare one of these words, 
Thou must be hanged hye ! " 

John Steward stood under the castle wall, 

And he wrote the words everye one, 
And called unto his horskeeper, 

" Make readye you my steede ! " 
I, and soe hee did to his chamberlaine, 

" Make readye then my weede ! " 

And he cast a lease upon his backe, 

And he rode to the silver wood ; 70 

And there he sought all about, 

About the silver wood, 

And there he ffound him Child Maurice 

Sitting upon a blocke, 
With a silver combe in his hand 

Kembing his yellow locke. 

He sayes, " How now, how now, Child .Maurice ? 

Alacke ; how may this bee ? " 
But then stood up him Child Maurice, 

And sayd these words trulye : 80 

" I doe not know your ladye," he said, 

" If that I doe her see." 
" ffor thou hast sent her love tokens, 

More now then two or three ; 
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" fFor thou hast sent her a mantle of greene, 

As greene as any grasse, 
And bade her come to the silver woode 

To hunt with Child Maurice ; 

"And thou hast sent her a ring of gold, 

A ring of precyous stone, 90 

And bade her come to the silver wood, 

Let fFor noe kind of man. 



" And by my fiaith, now, Child Maurice, 

The tone of us shall dye ! " 
" Now be my troth," sayd Child Maurice, 

And that shall not be I." 

But hee pulled forth a bright browne sword 

And dryed itt on the grasse, 
And soe flast he smote att John Steward, 

I-wisse, he never rest. 100 

Then hee pulled fforth his bright browne sword, 

And dryed itt on his sleeve ; 
And the ffirst good stroke John Stewart stroke, 

Child Maurice head he did cleeve ; 

And he pricked itt on his swords poynt, 

Went singing there beside, 
And he rode till he came to that ladye ffaire 

Wheras this ladye lyed ; 

And sayes, " Dost thou know Child Maurice head 

If that thou dost itt see ? no 

And lapp itt soft, and kisse itt offt, 

fFor thou lovedst him better then mee. ,, 
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But when shee looked on Child Maurice head, 

Shee never spake words but three, 
" I never beare no child but one, 

And you have slaine him trulye." 

Sayes, " Wicked be my merrymen all, 

I gave meate, drinke, and clothe! 
Bur cold they not have holden me 

When I was in all that wrath? 120 

" ffor I have slaine one of the curteousest knights 

That ever bestrode a steed ! 
Soe have I done one ^the fairest ladyes 

That ever ware womans weede ! " 



ffinis 
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PHILLIS HOE 



Shepardes, hoe! shephards, hoe! 

Harkes how Phillis calles thee ! La : La : La : 

Philis, hoe : Phillis, hoe ! 

" Shall I lose my Phillis ? noe, noe, noe ! " 

" What ailes thee, shepard, that thou looke soe sadd ? 

Where is thy lovely lasse shold make thee gladd ? " 

" Ay me ! my mistress proves untrue, 

And my lovely lasse bidds me adew ! " 

" Shepards, ffye ! Sheperds, ffye ! 

Doe not wrong thy lasse, and noe cause whye." 10 

"Phillis, noe, Phillis, noe! 

But if shee prove light in love, He let her goe." 

Thus wee poore mayds must beare the blame, 

Which inconstant men deserve the same. 

If ought be ill, tis our amisse, 

But a womans word is noe judge in this. 

" Come away ! Come away ! 

See ! the lovelye lasse tripps ore the lay.'* 

" Lett her goe ! lett her goe ! 

Never more shall my love say mee noe." 20 

" ffye shepard ! thou thy love dost wrong ! 

ffor maides, they dare not doe amidst a throng." 

" O, beg I did but one pore kisse ; 

But shee with coy disdaine said noe by Iys." 



" Jelous love, jelous love, 

Herafter doth unconstant prove." 

" Many ffind, many ffind 

Women and their words are like the winde. 
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Men sweare they love, and do protest ; 

But when a woman sweares, shee doth but jest. 30 

Who jestes with love, playes with a bayte 

That doth wound the hart with slye deceipte." 

" Shepards swaine, shepards swaine, 

Let thy lasse injoy thy love againe ! 

Iff maids pray, if maids pray, 

Women in their wants will have noe nay ; 

Thus women they must learne to wooe, 

When men fforgetts what nature bidds them do." 

" If women wooe, tis much abuse, 

Tho cuningly they coyne a coy excuse.*' 40 



" Haples shee, hapless shee 

That doth love soe base a swaine as thee ! " 

" Happye I, happye I : 

That ffortune have such ffolly for to fflye ! 

Base minds to basenes still will fflee, 

But honor in an honored hart doth lye. 

Tho base, my mind true honor brings ; 

Wee shepards in our loves are as coy as kings. 



»» 
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GUY AND COLEBRANDE 



[First Part] 



When : meate and drinke is great plentye, 
Then lords and ladyes still wilbe, 

And sitt, and solace lythe ; 
Then itt is time ffor mee to speake 
Of keene knights and kempes great, 

Such carping ffor to kythe, 



How they have conquered, for Englands right : 
With helme upon head, with halbert bright, 

ffull oft and many a sithe 
They have burnt by dale and downe, 10 

Citye, castle, tower, and towne, 

And made bearnes unblythe ; 



Made ladyes ffor to weepe with dreery mood, 
When theire ffreinds ought ayled but good, 

Their hands to wring and writhe. 
Of all cronicles flarr and neere, 
Were any deeds of armes weere, 

The most I prayse Sir Guy 



Of Warwicke ! that noble knight 

Oft times ffor Englands right 20 

Hath done ffull worthylye ; 
Yett hee kept itt as privilye 
As tho itt had never beene hee, 

Without noyse or crye. 
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And when he came over the salt ffome 
frrom Sir Terrey of Gorwaine, 

A knight of maine and moode, 
ffor ffeare lest any one shold him know, 
He kept him in silly beggars rowe 

Where ever hee went or stood ; 30 

And ever he sperred privilicke 
How they flared att Warwicke, 

And how they lived there. 
King Athelstone, the truth to say, 
Att the towne of Winchester there he lay 

With one soe royall a flare. 

The King of Denmarke, Avelocke, 
He into England brought a fflocke 

Of bearnes as breeme as beare ; 
And with him a Gyant stiffe and starke, 40 

A lodlye devill out of Denmarke : 

Such another you never saw yore : 

Hee was rayed richlye with royall plate 
Both legg and arme, you may well wott, 

In armor bright to be seene ; 
He brought weapon, — who list ffor to read — 
More then any cart could lead, 

To ding men downe by-deene ; 

And swore othes great and grim, 

That all England shold hold of him, 50 

Or he would kindle their care. 
Then in England there was never a knight 
That once with him durst flight, — 

flull sore he did them dread, — 
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Neither with Avelocke nor Athelstone. 

Then our King, to Christ he made his moane, 

And to His mother bright to be seene. 
Then one night as our King lay in a vision, 
There came an angell downe nrom heaven 

To lett him understand : 60 



He sayd, " Rise up in the morning by prime, 
And goe to the gates in a good time ; 

An old man shall you ffind there, 
Both with his scripp and his pike, 
As that hee were palmer like, 

Lowring under his here. 
Upon thy knees, Sir King, looke thou kneele him to, 
And pray him the battell to doe, 

ffor His love that Marry bore." 

With that the angell vanished away. 70 

But more of this Gyant I have to say. 

As I have heard my elders tell, 
He was soe ffoule and soe great course, 
That neither might beare him steed nor horsse ; 

Men thought he came ffrom hell. 

Then bespake a squier privilye : 

" Where is the knight men call Sir Guy, 

Some time in this land did dwell ? 
Or Sir Arrard of Arden alsoe ? 
The one of these might thither goe 80 

The Gyant ffor to quell." 

Then bespake him an erle in that while, 
And sais, " Sir Guy is now in exile, 

No man knowes whither or where ; 
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He had but one sonne, and he hight Rainborne; 
A merchant stold him ffrom Wallingford towne, 

Over the seas with him to flare ; 
The Erie and the Countess beene both dead, 
Dame flelix is sore adread 

Of her lord, Sir Guye. 90 

" Her flather and mother beene dead her ffroe ; 
And soe shee thinkes Sir Guy is alsoe, 

The flower of knighthood bold." 
Then earlye, as soone as itt was day, 
Our King to the gates tooke his way, 

His fforward ffor to hold. 



Right certaine truth to tell, 

He ffbund a man in the same apparell 

As the angell before had him told. 
Upon his knees the King kneeled him to, 100 

And prayd him the battell doe, 

ffor his love that Judas sold. 



Then answered the Palmer right, 

And sayd, " In England you have many a knight 

The battell that may doe. 
I am brused in my body, and am unyeeld ; 
Alas, I may no wepons welde ! 

Behold, and take good heede ! " 

Our King sayd the Palmer untill, 

" Well I wott itt is Gods will no 

You shold helpe me in my need ! " 
" If that be soe," the Palmer did speake, 
"By the might of Christ I shall thee wreake, 

If I had armour and sheild." 
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Our King of this hee was mill ffaine, 
And soe were all his lords certaine. 

To a chamber they cold him lead ; 
They sought up armour bright and ffaire, 
Inough ffor any king to have in store, 

And they best they did him bidd. 120 

But meete for his body there was none, 
He was soe large of blood and bone, 

The fferssest that ever was ffedd. 
The day of battell drew neere hand ; 
But five dayes before, as I understand, 

Our king was sore afrrayd. 

Then bespake the Palmer privilye, 

" Where is the knight men call Sir Guye ? 

Sometimes in this land he dyd dwell ; 
Once I see him beyond the sea; 130 

His armoure I thinke wold serve mee 

In battell stifflye to stand." 

The King did thereto assent ; 

The Kings messenger to Warwicke went, 

The Countesse soone he ffound. 
Before her he kneeled him on his knee, 
Prayed her of the armor belonged to Sir Guy 

When he was a-live livande. 

Shee saught up armoure ffaire to bee seene : 

Sir Guyes sword was sharpe and keene, 140 

Himselfe was wonnt to weare. 
To the towne of Winchester they did itt bring ; 
ffull gladd therof then was the King, 

And many that with him there were. 
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Then they rayed the Palmer anon-right 
With helme upon head, with halbert bright ; 

They raught him sheild and speare. 
Then he lope on horsebacke with good entent, 
And fforth of the gates hee went, 

His ffoes ffor to ffeare. 150 

Then al be-spread was the ffeild 
With helme upon head, with shining sheild, 

As breeme as any beare. 



And when the Palmer all the armes sawe, 
He lighted downe, and list not lauge, 

But he mad his prayers anight : 
" Christ ! that suffered wounds five, 
And raised Lazarus flrom dath to lifle, 

To grant mee speech and sight, — 
And saved Danyell the lyons ffroe, 160 

And borrowed Susanna out of woe, — 

To grant us strength and might, 



" That I may England out of thraldome bring 
And not let under the Danish King 

Have litle England att his will." 
Then without any stirropp verament 
Into the saddle he sprent, 

And sate there sadd and still. 



Our King said, " by Gods grace 

This riseth frrom a light livernes, 170 

And of an egar will. 
I never kneww no man that soe cold have done, 
But old Sir Guy of Warwicke towne, 

That curteous knight himselfe." 
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Second Parte 



The Gyant was the ffirst that tooke the place ; 
Uglye he was, and ffoule of flace ; 

The Danish men began to smile. 
He wold neither runne nor leape, 
But layd all his weapons upon a heape, 

And dryd himselfe for guile, 180 

That he might choose of the best, 
That who-soever with them hee hitt, 

Which warr that hard while. 



Trumpetts made steeds to stampe and stare ; 
The King of Denmarke, he was there, 

The King of England alsoe. 
Then the King of Denmarke a Booke out breade, 
And sware theron, as the Story sayes, — 

Behold and take good heed : — 



" If the Gyant had the warre, 190 

Of England he wold never cleame more, 

Neither nye nor frurr." 
The Kinge of England was there alsoe ; 
The same othe he sware alsoe, — 

Behold and take good heede, — 



" If the pore Palmer had the wore, 
Of England he wold never chime more, 

While his liffe dayes last wold." 
And thus their trothes together they strake, 
They said their poyntment shold not slake, 200 

Nor exile out off Arr. 
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Then the Gyant loud did crye : 

To the King of Denmarke these words says hee, 

" Behold and take good heede ! 
Yonder is an iland in the sea ; 
ffrom me he can-not scape away, 

Nor passe my hands indeed ; 

" But I shall either slay him with my brand, 
Or drowne him in yonder salt strand ; 

ffro me he shall not scape away. 210 

Then I will with my owne hand 
Crowne thee King of litle England 

ffor ever and ffor aye." 

That was true, as the King of Denmarke thought ; 
Comanded two barges fforth to be brought, 

And either into one was done. 
The Gyant was the ffirst that ore did passe, 
And as soone as hee to the iland come was, 

His barge there he thrust him ffrom ; 

With his ffbote and with his hand 220 

He thrust his barge ffrom the land, 

With the watter he lett itt goe, 
He let itt passe ffrom him downe the streame. 
Then att him the Gyant wold ffreane 

Why he wold doe soe. 

Then bespake the Palmer anon-right, 
"Hither wee be come ffor to flight 

Till the tone of us be slaine ; 
Two botes brought us hither, 
And therfore came not both together, 230 

But one will bring us home. 
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" ffor thy bote thou hast yonder tyde, 
Over in thy bote I trust to ryde ; 

And therfore, Gyant, beware ! " 
Trumpetts blew, and bade them goe toote, 
The one on horsbacke, the other on ffoote ; 

But Guy to God was darre. 

Sir Guy weened well to doo, 

He tooke a strong speare and rode him too, 

He was in a good intent : 240 

Althoe he rode never soe flast, 
His strong speare on the Gyant hee brast, 

That all to shivers itt went. 



And then Sir Guy anon-right 

Drew out his sword that was soe bright, 

That many a man beheld, 
And on the Gyant he smote soe 
That a quarter of his sheild fell him ffroe, 

Even untill the ffeild. 



The Gyant against him made him bowne; 250 

Horsse and man and all came downe 

Upon the ground soe greene. 
Throughout Sir Guyes steede 
The Gyants sword to the ground yeed ; 

Such stroakes have seldome beene seene. 

Then Sir Guy started on his feete frull tyte, 
And on the Gyant cold hee smite 

As a man that had beene woode ; 
And upon the Gyant he smote soe ffast 
That the Gyants strong armour all to-brast ; 260 

There-out sprang the bloode. 
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Then the Gyant hitt Sir Guy upon the helme ; 
Above on his head the stroake itt ffell; 

Itt was with stones sett, 
Itt was with precyous stones made ; 
Sir Guys helmett neere assunder yode ; 

Such stroakes of men beene drade. 



Then the Gyant thirsted sore ; 
Some of his blood he had lost thorc ; 

And this he sayd on hye : 270 

" Good sir, and itt be thy will, 
Give me leave to drinke my ffill, 

ffor sweete St. Charytye; 

" And I will doe thee the same deede 
Another time, if thou have neede, 

I tell the certainlye." 
" Why, upon that covenant," Sir Guy can sayine, 
Goe and drinke thy ffill, and come againe, 

And heere He abyde thee." 



M 



Beside them there the river ran; 280 

The Gyant went and refrresht him then, 

And came ffull soone againe. 
ffrom that itt was lowe prime 
Till itt was hye noone, 

They delten strokes with maine. 

But the sword that Sir Guy had lead, 
Therewith he kept his head, 

Stoode oft in point ffor to be slaine. 
Then Sir Guy thirsted sore ; 
He had rather have had drunke there 290 

Then have had England and Almaigne : 
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Good sir, iff itt be thy will, 
Lett me goe now and drinke my ffill, 

Beflore as I did thee." 
" Nay," then sayd the Gyant, " I were to blame 
Unlesse that I knew thy name, 

I tell thee certainly." 

" Why then," quoth hee, " He never swicke ; 
My name is Guy of Warwicke ; 

What shold I longer layne to thee? " 300 

The Gyant said, " Soe might I swinke, 
Doest thou thinke He let thee drinke ? 

No ! not ffor all Cristentye ! 

" Ah ha ! " quoth the Gyant, " have I Sir Guy here ? 
In all this world is not a peere. 

ffor ought that thou can doe or deale, 
Thy head / shall present my lady the Queene, 
I tell thee certainlye bedeene" 

Then Sir Guy towards the river came. 

The Gyant was not light, but after him went; 310 

The Gyant laid after Guy with strokes strong, 

But Guy was light, and lope againe to the land ; 
ffor ere he cold any stroke of Sir Guy woone, 
Guy had beene in the river to the chune, 

And dranke that did him gaine. 

And up he start, and sayd there : 

" Thou ffoule traitor ! I will thee love noe more ! 

ffor thy trechery, traytor, thou shalt abuy ! " 
These words spake good Sir Guy, 
And liffted up his swordd on hye, 320 

And saies, " Good stroakes thou shalt ffeele." 
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Then Sir Guy att the Gyant smote 
A dint that wonderfrull byterlye bote : 

He smote assunder iron and Steele ; 
Sir Guys sword through the basnett ran, 
And glased upon his braine pan, 

And the Gyant began to kneele. 

And then the Gyant att Sir Guy smote 
A dint that wonderffull bitterlye bote ; 

He smote Sir Guy downe to the ground. 330 

Sir Guy was never soe discomffitted before ; 
But through the might of Him that Marye bore, 

Releeved him againe in that stonde. 

He thought on Christ that suffered wounds five, 
And raised Lazarus frrom death to liffe, 

And upon the crosse was wound, 
To give him grace to quitt that. 
And then his sword in his hand he gatt, 

And narr the Gyant did hee stand, 

And att the Gyant there he smote 340 

A dint that wonderffull bitterlye bote ; 

Through his brest-plate his sword he stake. 
And as Sir Guy wold have wrested itt out, 
His good sword broke with-out all doubt, 

Within the hikes itt brake ; 
And theratt loughe the Danish King, 
And Athelstone made much mourning 

To heare how the Gyant spake : 

" Now thou hast broken thy sword and thy sheeld, 
Here is no wepons ffor to weld; 350 

Therfore yeeld thee to mee swythe, 
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And I will thy arrand soe doo, 

And to Avelockc our King He speake fFor thee, 

To grant thee land and liffe, 
That thou durst .ffor thy chivalrye 
Be soe bold as flight with mee 

That am so stifle and stithe." 



" Nay ! " said Sir Guy, " by heaven Queene, 
That sight by me shall never be seene, 

Forsooth I do thee tell. 360 

fFor I shall kindle thy kings cares : 
Through the might of Him that Marry bare, 

With stroakes I shall thee ffell." 



The Gyant laught, and loud gan crye, 
" Why speakest thou masterffullye ? 

Hearke what I shall thee tell: 
Thou hast broken thy sword and thy sheeld, 
And thou hast noe weapons thy selfe to weld, 

Nor here is none to sell." 



" No,*' sayd Sir Guy, " I know better cheape; 370 

Yonder lyes a great cart-load on a heape, 

That thou thy-selfe hither did bringe." 
" Then they would laugh me to scorne, my lords manye, 
If of my wepons I shold let thee take anye, 

My selfe downe fFor to dinge." 

Then Sir Guy to the weapons went : 
A Danish axe in his hand hee hent, 

And lightlye about his head he can itt filing. 
The Gyant upon the sholder he smote ; 
The sword and arme fFell to hys fFoote, 380 

This was noe leasinge. 
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Then as he wold have stooped, as I understand, 
To have taken up his sword in his other hand 

To have wreaked him of that wrathe, 
Sir Guys axe was sharpe, and share, 
The Gyants head he smote of there, 

Bremelye in that breath. 

And then the Danish men gan say 
To our Englishmen, " Well-away 

That ever wee came in your griste! " 390 

They ran and they rode over hill and slade ; 
Much haste home-ward they made 

With sorrow and care enough. 

They hyed them over the salt ffome 
To bring the King of Denmarke hame 

With sorrow and mickle care ; 
ffor they have left behind them slaine 
A frull ffoule lodlye swayne, 

Both of head and hayre. 

ffor their trothes they had truly plight, 400 

That * as they were true king and knight, 

Of England never to clayme more.' 
And then to the body they sett his head ; 
His sword in his hand was lead, 

The strongest that ever man bore. 

The Gyants blood was blacke and red, 
His body was like the beaten lead, 

And stanke as did the tyke. 
Then they layd the head to the corse, 
And the arme againe to the bodye alsoe, 410 

And buryed them both in a diche. 
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Great havocke our Englishmen made 

Of the great cart-loade of weapons that were made ; 

They loughe, and good game they made. 
That the axe out of Denmarke was brought, 
The Gyants head of to smyte, 

They thanked Christ that tyde. 

And then the King beffore the Palmer did kneeele, 
Sayes, " Thou art blest, I wott itt weele, 

Of God and our Ladye." 420 

The palmer, in his hart hee was full sore 
When he saw our King kneele him before ; 

" Stand up, my lord ! " sayd hee, 
" ffor well I wott itt was his deede 
That ffor us upon a crosse did bleede 

Upon the mount of Calvarye." 

And then our Kinge after that, 
In the honor of this battell great, 

This deed hee caused to be done : 
Gard them to take up the axe and the sword, 430 

And keepe them well in royall ward, 

And bring them to Winchester towne, 

And hang them up on St. Swythens church on hye 
That all men there may see, 

Thither if they wold flare. 
I tell you the weapons be there and thore ; — 
But of this matter He tell you more, 

Hastylye and soone. 

Third Parte 

Then all religious of the towne, 

They mett the King with ffaire procession ; 440 

And other psalmes amonge, 
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Te Deum was theire song, 
And other praises there amonge, 

That plaused the lords to pray. 
They profferred the Palmer att that tyde, 
Castles hye and towers wyde, 

Good horsses to assay. 
" Nay," saies he, " give me that is mine, 
My scripp and my pike and my slaven, 

And lett me wend my way." 450 

ffor all they profferred him there, 

He fforsooke them : wold have no more 

But that with him he brought. 
And then our King with him forth on his way went ; 
To know his name was his entent ; 

" But all," he sayd, " is ffor nought, 
Without you wilbe sworne unto me, 
ffor twelve monthes in councell itt shalbe, 

By Him that all this world has wrought." 
And when our King had sworne him too, 460 

"Why, my name," he sayes, "is Guy of Warwicke, loe ! 

And this ffor thee I have ffought." 

" O," sayd our King, " Sir Guy, abyde with mee, 
And halfe of England I will give thee, 

And assunder wee will never." 
" Nay, I thanke you my lord curteous and kind, 
I have a pilgramage great to wend, 

flrom sinne my soule to cover. 
Sometimes I was one of your erles wight, 
But now age and travell hath me dight ; 470 

flarwell, my lord, ffor ever ! 
For to Warwicke wend will I, 
To speake with fayre ffoelix, my wiffe, before I dye, 

For nothing I had leaver." 
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He had beene in battell stiffe and strong, 
And smitten with wepons that were long, 

And bidden many a drearye day : 
When they parted, they both did weepe. 
Sir Guy held downe the hye street, 

In Warwicke where he lay. 480 

And when he came to Warwicke towne, 
His owne countesse to dinner was bowne 

And all masses were sayd. 
ffor ffeare lest any man shold him ken, 
He sett him downe amonge the poore godsmen, 

And held him well pleased. 

His owne ladye everye day att her gate 
Thirteen palmers in cold shee take 

To dine with her att noone. 
Sir Guy was leane of cheeke and chin, 490 

And thereffore the porter lett him in, 

And twelve after him did goe. 

The ladye see hee was ill att ease ; 
Shee ffounded flast him to please, 

And did him make good cheer e; 
Shee ffett him a pott of her best wine : 
He dealt itt about him at that time, 

All to his ffellowes there. 

Then after dinner, as saith the Booke, 

Leave of his owne ladye he tooke 500 

Before them in the hall. 
The ladye called her steward unto ; 
Shee sayd, " My bidding looke thou doe." 
Madam," hee sayd, " I shall." 
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" Why then, goe to yonder pore Palmer, 
And bidd him come everye day to dinner 

Before me in this hall j 
ffor an honest man he hath beene 
When he was younge and kept cleane, 

As may be well seene." 510 



The steward wold no longer abyde, 
But went after the Palmer that tyde, 

And did as the ladye him bede ; 
Says, " Well greetes you my ladye mild of cheere, 
Prayes you every day to come to dinner, 

Giffe that itt be your will." 



The Palmer made answer her steward unto ; 
Say, " I pray to Christ grant her that meede 

That welds both welth and witt! 
A litle ffurther I have to ffare, 520 

To speake with an hermitt here, 

Giff I can with him hitt." 



"An hermitt is dead, I understand, 
And here a hermitage stands vacand, 
As / doe understand.' 



»> 



And there he lived, the truth to say, 
Till itt was his ending day, 

And served Christ our King; 
He never eate other meate 
But herbes and rootes greate, 530 

And dranke the water of a springe. 
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Then he hyred him a litle page 
That was but thirteen yeeres of age, 

He was both ffayre and ffeate ; 
And every day when the noone bell rang, 
The litle ladd to the towne must gang, 

To ffeitch the ladyes liverye. 

The ladye was gladd, as I understand ; 
Shee gave itt with her owne handes, 

And gladd itt soe shold bee. 540 

But there he lived, as sayth the Booke, 
Till a sicknesse there him tooke, 

That needlye he must dye. 

One night as Sir Guy lay in vysion, 
There came an angell downe ffrom heaven 

To lett him understand. 
He was as light as any leame, 
As bright as any sunn beames. 

With that wakened Sir Guy. 

He sayes, " I conjure in the power of Jesus Christ 550 
To tell me wether thou be an evill angell or a good ! " 

He sayd, " I hett Michall. 
I came ffrom Him that can both loose and bind 
Both mee, and thee, and all mankind, 

Both heaven, earth, and hell." 

And then Sir Guy his ring out raught 
To the litle ladd, and him taught, 

And bidd he shold " Goe snell 
To her that hath beene true to mee, 
And pray her to come, my end and see; 560 

ffor nothing that shee dwell." 
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The litle lad made him bowne 
Till he came to Warwicke towne. 

The countesse soone hee ffound; 
Before her he kneeled on his knee ; 
Saith, " Well greeteth you my lord, Sir Guy ! 

But he is dead neere hand, 



" And heere he hath sent to you his ringe, — 
flull well you know this tokeninge, — 

And bidds you hye him till." 570 

A squier wold have brought her a palffrey, 
But shee tooke a neerer stay ; 



ffor knight ne squier none wold shee have, 
But ffollow shee did the litle knave ; 

The way was flayre and drye ; 
ffollow shee did the litle ffoot page 
Till shee came to the hermitage 

Wheras her lord did lye ; 



And then the lady curteous and snell, 

Upon his bed-side downe shee ffell 580 

With many a greevous grone. 
Hee looked upon her with eyes two, 
He never spake more words but these, 

Saying, " Madam, lett be thy ffare ! " 



A man that had seene the sorrow shee had, 
And alsoe the contrition that shee made 

ffor her lord, Sir Guy, 
They wold have shed many salt teares : 
Soe did all that with them were, 

Both lords eke and ladyes. 590 
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Then shec told them how they had loved long, 
And were manyed together when they were younge, 

And lived together but dayes forty : 
And afterward shee never him see, 
By no knowledge that cold bee, 

Of thirty winters and three. 

Then shee told them of much more woe : 
Theire younge child was stolen them froe ; 

They had never none but one. 
Sir Arrarde of Arden after him went 600 

To seeke the child with good intent, 

That was true of borne blood. 



And as shee can these tales tell, 
In swooning downe shee ffell 

Upon the ground soe greene ; 
And when shee was revarted againe, 

Shee wold never rest nor rowe 
Till shee come our King unto, 

Her to wishe and read. 
Before our King when shee was brought, 610 

The King told her how Sir Guy had fought 

And smitten of the Gyants head : 

" flast his name I did ffreane, 
But he sware me that I must leane 
ffor a twelve month and a day." 

The King said, " Soe Christ me save ! 
This Erie to Winchester I will have ; 
His body there I will interre." 
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But all that about him there cold stand, 
They cold not remove him with their hands 620 

Nor ffurther thence him beare. 



A new purpose there they tooke ; 
They made a grave, as saith the Booke, 

Before the hye altar, 
And buryed him in Warwicke, the truth to say. 
The ladye lived after him but dayes forty : 

And there was buryed alsoe. 

And then they ffounded a flayre abbey, 
And monkes ffor them to singe. 



Thus came the knight out of his cares, 630 

That had beene in land wyde where, 
That came to England safe againe. 

Now all you that have heard this litle jest, 
I betake your soules to Jesus Christ, 

To save from endless pain^ 
And that wee may on Doomesday 
Come to the blisse that shall ffor aye, 

With angells to remaine. 



ffinis 
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JOHN DE REEVE 



God : through thy might and thy mercy, 
All that loveth game and glee, 

Their soules to heaven bringel 
Best is mirth of all solace ; 
Therfore I hope itt betokens grace, 

Of mirth who hath likinge. 

As I heard tell this other yeere, 
A clarke came out of Lancashire : 

A rolle he had reading, 
A bourde written therein he ffound, 10 

That some time ffell in England, 

In Edwards dayes our King. 

By east, west, north, and southe, 
All this realme well run hee cowthe, 

Castle, tower, and towne. 
Of that name were kings three ; 
But Edward with the long shankes was hee, 

A lord of great renowne. 

As the King rode a hunting upon a day, 

Three ffawcons fflew away ; 20 

He ffollowed wonderous flast. 
They rode upon their horsses that tyde, 
They rode forth on every side, 

The country they out cast; 

frrom morning untill eveninge late, 
Many menn abroad they gate 
Wandring all alone ; 
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The night came att the last ; 
There was no man that wist 

What way the King was gone, 30 



Save a Bishopp and an Erie ffree 
That was allwayes the King Hull nye, 

And thus then gan they say : 
" Itt is a ffolly, by St. John, 
ffor us thus to ryde alone 

Soe many a wilsome way ; 



" A King and an Erie to ryde in hast, 
A Bishopp ffrom his coste to be cast, 

ffor hunting sikerlye. 
The whether happned wonderous ill, 40 

All night wee may ryde unskill, 

Nott wotting where wee bee/* 



Then the King began to say, 
" Good Sir Bishopp, I you pray 

Some comfort, if you may." 
As they stoode talking all about, 
They were ware of a carle stout : 

" Good deene, ffellow ! " can they say. 



Then the Erie was well apavd ; 

" You be welcome, good ffellow! " hee sayd, 50 

" Of ffellowshipp wee pray thee ! " 
The carle ffull hye on horsse sate, 
His leggs were short and broad, 

His stirropps were of tree ; 
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A payre of shooes were stifle and store, 
On his heele a rustye spurre, 

Thus fforwards rydeth hee. 
The Bishopp rode after on his palfrey : 
" Abyde, good ffellow, I thee pray, 

And take us home with thee ! " 60 

The carle answered him that tyde, 

" ffrom me thou gett oft noe other guide, 

I sweare by sweete St. John ! " 
Then said the Erie ware and wise, 
" Thou canst litle of gentrise ! 

Say not soe ffor shame ! " 

The carle answered the Erie unto, 

" With gentlenesse I have nothing to doe, 

I tell thee by my flay." 
The weather was cold and even roughe ; 70 

The King and the Erie sate and loughe, 

The Bishopp did him soe pray. 

The King said, " Soe mote I thee ! 
Hee is a carle, whosoever hee be ! 

I reade wee ryde him neere." 
They sayd with words hend, 
" Ryd saftlye, gentle ffreind, 

And bring us to some harbor." 

Then to tarry the carle was lothe, 

But rode forth as he was wrothe, 80 

I tell you sickerlye. 
The King sayd, " By Mary bright, 
I troe wee shall ryde all this night 

In wast unskillffullye ; 
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" I ffeare wee shall come to no towne ; 
Ryde to the carle and pull him downe 

Hastilye without delay." 
The Bishopp said soone on hye, 
" Abyde, good ffellow, and take us with thee ! 

ffor my love, I thee pray." 90 

The Erie said, " By God in heaven ! 
Oft men meete att unsett Steven ; 

To quite thee well wee may." 
The carle sayd, " By St. John 
I am affraye of you eche one, 

I tell you by my ffay ! " 

The carle sayd, " By Marye bright, 
I am afrayd of you this night ! 

I see you rowne and reason, 
I know you not and itt were day, 100 

I troe you thinke more then you say, 

I am affrayd of treason. 

" The night is merke, I may not see 
What kind of men that you bee. 

But and you will doe one thinge, 
Swere to doe me not desease, 
Then wold I ffaine you please, 

If I cold, with any thinge." 

Then sayd the Erie with words ffree, 

" I pray you, ffellow, come hither to mee, no 

And to some towne us bringe; 
And after, if wee may thee kenn, 
Amonge lords and gentlemen 

Wee shall requite thy dealinge." 
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" Of lords," saves hee, " speak e no more ! 
With them I have nothing to doe, 

Nor never thinke to have j 
ffor I had rather be brought in bale, 
My hood or that I wold vayle, 

On them to crouch or crave." 120 

The King said curteouslye, 

" What manner of man aree yee 

Att home in your dwellinge ? " 
" A husbandman, fforssooth I am, 
And the Kings bondman; 

Thereof I have good likinge." 

" Sir, when spake you with our King? " 
" In flaith, never, in all my living ! 

He knoweth not my name ; 
And I have my capull and my crofrt; 130 

If I speake not with the King oft, 

I care not, by St. Jame ! " 

" What is thy name, ffellow, by thy leave ? " 
" Marry," quoth hee, " John de Reeve ; 

I care not who itt heare ; 
ffor if you come into my inne, 
With beeffe and bread you shall beginn 

Soone att your supper ; 

" Salt bacon of a yeere old, 

Ale that is both sower and cold, — 140 

I use neither braggatt nor beere, — 
I lett you witt withouten lett, 
I dare eate noe other meate, 

I sell my wheate ech yeere." 
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" Why doe you, John, sell your wheate ? " 
" ffor / dare not eate that I gett. 

Therof I am ffull wrothe ; 
ffor I love a draught of good drinke as well 
As any man that doth itt sell, 

And alsoe a good wheat lofle. 150 



" ffor he that ffirst starveth John de Reeve, 
I pray to God hee may never well cheeve, 

Neither on water nor land, 
Whether itt be sherriffe or King 
That makes such statuinge, 

I outcept never a one ! 

" ffor and the Kings penny were layd by mine, 
I durst as well as hee drinke the wine 

Till all my good were gonei 
But sithence that wee are mett soe meete, 160 

Tell mee where is your recreate, 

You seeme good laddes eche one." 

The Erie answered with words fiaire, 
" In the Kings house is our repayre, 

If wee bee out of the way." 
" This night," quoth John, " you shall not spill ; 
Such harbour I shall bring you till : 

I hett itt you to-day. 

" Soe that yee take itt thankefrullye 

In Gods name and St. Jollye, 170 

I aske noe other pay ; 
And if you be sturdy and stout, 
I shall garr you to stand without, 

ffor ought that you can say. 
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" For I have two neighbors won by mee 
Of the same ffreeledge that am I, 

Of old band-shipp are wee : 
The Bishopp of Durham this towne oweth, 
The Erie of Gloster — who-soe him knoweth — 

Lord of the other is hee. 1 80 



" Wist my neighbors that I were thratt, 
I vow to God they wold not lett 

ffor to come soone to mee ; 
If any wrong were to mee done, 
Wee three durst flight a whole afternoone, 

I tell you sikerlye." 

The King sayd, " John, tell us not this tale ; 
Wee are not ordayned ffor battell, 

Our weeds are wett and cold ; 
Heere is no man that yee shall greeve. 190 

But helpe us, John, by your leave, 

With bright a ffeeare and bold." 

" Ifaith," sayd John, " that you shall want, 
ffor ffiiell heere is wonderous scant, 

As I heere have yee told. 
Thou getteth noe other of John de Reeve ; 
ffor the Kings statutes, whilest I live, 

I thinke to use and hold. 

" If thou find in my house payment ffine, 

Or in my kitchin poultry slaine, 200 

Peradventure thou wold say 
That John Reeve his bond hath broken : 
I wold not that such words weere spoken 

In the Kings house another day, 
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" ffor itt might turnc me to great greeffe ; 
Such proud ladds that beare office 

Wold danger a pore man aye ; 
And or I wold pray thee of mercy longe, 
Yett weere I better to lett thee gange 

In twentye twiine devills way." 210 

Thus they rode to the towne : 
John de Reeve lighted downe 

Beside a comlye hall. 
Four men belive came wight ; 
They hasted them flull swyft 

When they heard John call ; 
They served him honesdy and able, 
And led his horsse to the stable, 

And lett noe terme misfall. 



Some went to warne their dame 220 

That John had brought guests home. 

Shee came to welcome them tyte 
In a side kirde of greene, 
Her head was dight all by-deene, 

The wiffe was of noe pryde ; 

Her kerchers were all of silke, 
Her hayre as white as any milke, 

Love-some of hue and hyde ; 
Shee was thicke, and some deal broad, 
Of comlye flashy on was shee made, 230 

Both belly, backe, and side. 

Then John called his men all, 
Sayes, " Build me a ffire in the hall, 
And give their capulls meate ; 
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Lay before them come and hay ; 
ffor my love rubb of the clay, 

ffor they beene weary and wett ; 

" Lay under them straw to the knee, 
ffor courtye[r]s comonly wold be jollye, 

And have but litle to spend." 240 

Then hee said, " By St. John, 
You are welcome every one, 

If you take itt thankefullye ! 
Curtesye I learned never none, 
But after mee, ffellowes, I read you gone." 

Till a chamber they went all three ; 

A charcole ffire was burning bright, 
Candles on chandlours light, 

Eche ffreake might other see. 
" Where are your sords? " quoth John de Reeve. i ; 250 
The Erie said, " Sir, by your leave, 

Wee weare none, pardye." 

Then John rowned with the Erie soe ffree : 
" What long ffellow is yonder," quoth hee, 

" That is soe long of lim and lyre ? " 
The Erie answered with words small, 
" Yonder is Peeres Pay-ffor-all, 

The Queenes cheefe fiawconer." 

11 Ah, ah ! " quoth John, " ffor Gods good, 

Where gott hee that gay hood, 260 

Glitering as gold itt were ? 
And I were as proud as hee is like, 
There is no man in England ryke 

Shold garr me keepe his gleads one yeere. 
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" I pray you, sir, ffor Gods werke, 
Who is yond in yonder serke 

That rydeth Peeres soe nye ! " 
The Erie answered him againe, 
" Yonder is a pore chaplaine, 

Long advanced or hee bee; 270 

" And I my selfe am a sumpter man, 
Other craft keepe I none, 

1 say you withouten misse." 
" You are Afresh ffellowes in your appay, 
Jolly jetters in your array, 

Proud ladds, and I trow penyles." 

The King said, " Soe mote I thee, 
There is not a penny amongst us three 

To buy us bread and mesh." 
" Ah, ha! " quoth John, " there is small charge; 280 
ffor courtye[r]s comonlye are att large, 

If they goe never soe Afresh. 

" I goe girt in a russett gowne, 
My hood is of homemade browne, 

I weare neither burnett nor greene, 
And yett I troe I have in store 
A thousand pounds and some deale more, 

ffor all yee are prouder and ffine ; 

" Therfore I say, as mote I thee, 

A bondman itt is good to bee, 290 

And come of carles kinne ; 
ffor and I bee in taverne sett, 
To drinke as good wine I will not lett, 

As London Edward or his Queene." 
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The Erie sayd, " By Gods might, 
John, thou art a comly knight, 

And sturdy in everye ffray." 
" A knight ! " quoth John, " doe away, ffor shame ! 
I am the King's bondman. 

Such wast words doe away ! 300 

" I know you not in your estate ; 
I am misnurtured, well I wott ; 

I will not therto say nay. 
But if any such doe me wrong, 
I will flight with him hand to hand, 

When I am cladd in mine array.** 

The Bishopp sayd, " You seeme sturdye : 
Travelled you never beyond the sea ? ** 

Jhon sayd sharplye " Nay ! ** 
I know none such strange guise, 310 

But att home on my owne wise 

I dare hold the hye way ; 

" And that hath done John Reeve scath, 
ffor I have made such as you wrath 

With choppes and chances yare.** 
" John de Reeve,** sayd our King, 
" Hast thou any armouringe, 

Or any weapon to weare ? '* 

" I vow, sir, to God,** sayd John thoe, 

" But a pikefforke with graines two — 320 

My fiather used never other speare : — 
A rusty sword that well will byte, 
And a handmill, a thyttille syde 

That sharplye will stare, 

166 



Digitized by 



Google 



<c 



»» 



An acton and a habargyon a ffoote side ; 
And yett peradventure I durst abyde 

As well as thou, Peeres, ffor all thy painted geere. 
Quoth John, " I reede wee goe to the hall, 
Wee three ffellowes ; and Peeres Pay-for-all 

The proudest before shall fare." 330 

Thither they raked anon-wright : 
A charcole ffyer burning bright 

With manye a Strang brand. 
The hall was large and some deale wyde, 
There bords were covered on everye syde, 

There mirth was comanded. 



Then the good wiffe sayd with a seemlye cheere, 
" Your supper is readye there." 

" Yett watter," quoth John, " letts see." 
By then came John's neighbors two, 340 

Hobkin long and Hob alsoe : 

The ffirst ffitt here ffind wee. 



Second Parte 



John sayd, " For want of a marshall, I will take the wand : 
Peeres flauconer before shall gange ; 

Begin the dish shall hee. 
Goe to the bench, thou proud chaplaine, 
My wiffe shall sitt thee againe ; 

Thy meate-fellow shall shee bee." 
He sett the Erie against the King; 
They were fltaine att his bidding. 350 

Thus John marshalled his meanye. 
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Then John spared where his daughters were : 
" The ffairer shall sitt by the flawconere ; 

He is the best ffarrand man : 
The other shall the sompter man have.** 
The Erie sayd, " Soe God me save ! 

Of curtesye, John, thou can." 

" If my selfe," quoth John, " be bound,*' 
Yett my daughters beene well ffarrand, 

I tell you sickerlye. 360 

Peeres, and thou had wedded John daughter Reeve, 
There were no man that durst thee greeve 

Neither ffor gold nor flee. 



" Sompter man, and thou the other had, 
In good flaith then thou were made 

ffbr ever in this cuntrye; 
Then, Peeres, thou might beare the prize. 
Yett I wold this chaplaine had a benefize, 

As mote I tharive or thee ! 

" In this towne a kirke there is ; 370 

And I were king, itt shold be his, 

He shold have itt of mee ; 
Yett will I helpe as well as I may." 
The King, the Erie, the Bishopp, can say, 

" John, and wee live wee shall quitte thee." 

When his daughters were come to dease, 
" Sitt ffarther," quoth John withouten leaze, 

" ffbr there shalbe no more. 
These strange ffellowes I doe not ken ; 
Peradventure they may be some gentlemen; 380 

Therfore I and my neighbors towe, 
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" Att side end bord wee will bee, 
Out of the gentles companye : 

Thinke yee not best soe? 
ffor itt was never the law of England 
To sett gentles blood with bound ; 

Therfore to supper will wee goe." 

By then came in beane bread, 
Salt bacon rusted and redd, 

And brewice in a blacke dish, 390 

Leane salt beefe of a yeere old, 
Ale that was both sower and cold ; 

This was the ffirst service : 



Eche one had of that ylke a messe. 

The King sayd, " Soe have I blisse, 
Such service nerest I see." 
Quoth John, " Thou gettest noe other of mee 

Att this time but this." 



" Yes, good fellow," the King gan say, 

" Take this service here away, 400 

And better bread us bringe; 
And gett us some better drinke ; 
We shall thee requite, as wee thinke, 

Without any letting." 

Quoth John, " Beshrew the morsell of bread 
This night that shall come in your head 

But thou sweare me one thinge ! 
Swere to me by Booke and bell 
That thou shaft never John Reeve bettell 

Unto Edward our Kinge." 410 
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Quoth the King, " To thee my truth I plight, 
He shall nott witt our service 

No more then he doth nowe, 
Never while wee three live in land.*' 
" Therto," quoth John, " hold up thy hand, 

And then I will thee troe." 

" Loe," quoth the King, " my hand is heere ! " 

" Soe is mine 1 " quoth the Erie with a merry cheere, 

" Thereto I give God a vowe." 
" Have heere my hand ! " the Bishopp sayd. 420 

" Marry," quoth John, " thou may hold thee well apayd, 

iFor itt is ffor thy power. 

" Take this away, thou Hobkin long, 
And let us sitt out of the throng 

Att a side bords end ; 
These strange ffellowes thinke uncouthlye 
This night att our cookerye, 

Such as God hath us sent." 

By them came in the payment bread, 

Wine that was both white and redd 430 

In silver cuppes cleare, 
"A ha ! " quoth John, " our supper begins with drinke ! 
Tasste itt, ladds ! and looke how yee thinke, 

ffor my love, and make good cheere ! 

" Of meate and drinke you shall have good flare ; 
And as ffor good wine, wee will not spare, 

I goe you to understand, 
ffor everye yeere, I tell thee thoe, 
I will have a tunn or towe 

Of the best that may be ffound. 440 

170 



Digitized by 



Google 



" Yee shall see three churles heere 
Drinke the wine with a merry cheere ; 

I pray you doe you soej 
And when our supper is all doone, 
You and wee will dance soone ; 

Letts see who best can doe.** 



The Erie sayd, " By Marry bright, 
Wheresoever the King lyeth this night, 

He drinketh no better wine 
Then thou selfe does att this tyde." 450 

Infaith," quoth John, " soe had leever I did 

Then live ay in woe and payne. 



cc 



" If I be come of carles kinne, 
Part of the good that I may winne, 

Some therof shall be mine. 
He that never spendeth but alway spareth, 
Comonlye oft the worsse he flareth ; 

Others will broake itt ffine." 

By then came in red wine and ale, 

The bores head into the hall, 460 

Then sheild with sauces seere ; 
Capons both baked and rosted, 
Woodcockes, venison, without bost, 

And dish meeate dight ffull deere. 

Swannes they had piping hott, 
Coneys, curleys, well I wott, 

The crane, the hearne in ffere, 
Pigeons, partridges, with spicerye, 
Elkes, momes, with ffroterye. 

John bade them make good cheere. 470 
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The Erie sayd, " Soe mote I thee, 
John, you serve us royallye! 

IF yee had dwelled att London, 
If King Edward where here, 
He might be a-payd with this supper, 

Such flreindshipp wee have ffound." 

" Nay," sayd John, " by Gods grace, 
And Edward wher in this place, 

Hee shold not touch this tonne. 
Hee wold be wrath with John, I hope; 480 

Thereffore I beshrew the soupe 

That shall come in his mouth 1 " 

Theratt the King laughed and made good cheere, 
The Bishopp sayd, " Wee fare well heere ! " 

The Erie sayd as him thought. 
They spake Lattine amongst them there : 
" Infayth," quoth John, " and ye greeve mee, 

mill deere itt shalbe bought. 

" Speake English everye-eche one, 

Or else sitt still, in the devills name! 490 

Such talke love I naught. 
Lattine spoken amongst lewd men, 
Therin noe reason ffind I can; 

ffor fralshood itt is wrought. 

" Rowning, I love itt neither young nor old ; 
Therefore yee ought not to bee to bold, 

Neither att meate nor meale, 
Hee was fialse that rowning began ; 
Theerfore I say to you certaine 

I love itt never a deale : 500 
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" That man can nought of curtesye 
That lets att his meate rowning bee, 

I say, soe have I seile." 
The Erie sayd right againe, 
" Att your bidding wee will be baine, 

Wee thinke you say right weele." 

By this came up ffrom the kitchin 
Sirrups on plates good and ffine, 

Wrought in a flayre array. 
" Sirrah,'* sayth John, " sithe wee are mett, 510 

And as good ffellowes together sett, 

Lett us be blythe to-day. 

" Hodgkin long, and Hob of the lath, 
You are counted good ffellowes both, 

Now is no time to thrine ; 
This wine is new come out of frrance ; 
Be God ! me list well to dance, 

Therfore take my hand in thine; 

" ffor wee will ffor our guests sake 

Hop and dance, and revell make." 520 

The truth ffor to know, 
Up he rose, and dranke the wine : 
" Wee must have powder of ginger therein," 

John sayd, as I troe. 

John bade them stand up all about, 
" And yee shall see the carles stout 

Dance about the bowle. 
Hob of the lathe and Hodgkin long, 
In flayth you dance your mesures wrong ! 

Methinkes that I shold know. 530 
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" Yee dance neither gallyard nor hawe, 
Trace nor true mesure, as I trowe, 

But hopp as yee were woode." 
When they began of ffoote to ffayle, 
They tumbled top over tayle, 

And master and master they yode. 

fforth they stepped on stones store ; 
Hob of the lathe lay on the fflore, 

His brow brast out of blood. 
"Ah, ha!** quoth John, "thou makes good game! 540 
Had thou not flailed, wee had not laught ; 

Thou gladds us all, by the rood.** 

John hent up Hobb by the hand, 

Sayes, " Methinkes wee dance our measures wronge, 

By Him that sitteth in throne.** 
Then they began to kicke and wince, 
John hitt the King over the shinnes 

With a payre of new clowted shoone. 

Sith King Edward was mad a knight, 

Had he never soe merry a night 550 

As he had with John de Reeve. 
To bed they busked them anon, 
Their liveryes were served them up soone 

With a merry cheere ; 

And thus they sleeped till morning att prine 
In frull good sheetes of line. 

A masse he garred them to have, 
And after they dight them to dine 
With boyled capons good and ffine. 

The Duke sayd, " Soe God me save, 56a 
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If ever wee come to our abone, 
We shall thee quitt our barrison : 

Thou shalt not need itt to crave.' 



Third Parte 

The King tooke leave att man and mayde; 
John sett him in the rode way ; 

To Windsor can hee ryde. 
Then all the court was ffull faine 
That the King was comen againe, 

And thanked Christ that tyde. 

The jerfawcons were taken againe 570 

In the fforrest of Windsor without laine, 

The lords did soe provyde, 
They thanked God and St. Jollye. 
To tell the Queene of their harbor[ye] 

The lords had mill great pryde. 

The Queene sayd, " Sir, by your leave, 
I pray you send ffor that noble Reeve, 

That I may see him with sight." 
The messenger was made to wend, 
And bidd John Reeve goe to the King 580 

Hastilye with all his might. 

John waxed unfaine in bone and blood, 
Saith, " Dame, to me this is noe good, 

My truth to you I plight." 
" You must come in your best array." 
" What too," sayd John, " sir, I thee pray ? " 

" Thou must be made a knight." 
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" A knight," sayd John, " by Many my Id, 
I know right well I am beguiled 

With the guests I harbord late. 590 

To debate they will me bring; 
Yett cast I mee ffor nothinge 

Noe sorrow ffor to take ; 

" Allice, ffeitch mee downe my side acton, 
My round pallett to my crowne, 

Is made of M illayne plate, 
A pitch-ffbrke and a sword." 
Shee sayd shee was affrayd 

This deede wold make debate. 



Allice ffeitched downe his acton syde ; 600 

Hee tooke itt ffor no lide pryde, 

Yett must hee itt weare. 
The scaberd was rent withouten doubt, 
A large handfull the bleade hanged out : 

John the Reeve sayd there, 

" Gett lether and a nayle," John can say, 
" Lett me sow itt a chape to-day, 

Lest men scorne my geere. 
Now," sayd John, " will I see 
Whether itt will out lightlye 610 

Or I meane itt to weare." 

John pulled flast att the blade : 

(I wold hee had kist my arse that itt made !) 

He cold not gett itt out. 
Allice held, and John draughe, 
Either att other ffast loughe, 

I doe yee out of doubt. 
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John pulled att the scaberd soe hard, 
Againe a post he ran backward 

And gave his head a rowte. 620 

His wiffe did laughe when he did flail, 
And soe did his meanye all 

That were there neere about. 



John sent after his neighbors both, 
Hodgkine long and Hobb of the lath. 

They were beene att his biddinge. 
Three pottles of wine in a dishe 
They supped itt all off, as I wis, 

All there att their partinge. 

John sayd, " And I had my buckler, 630 

Theres nothing that shold me dare, 

I tell you all in ffere. 
ffeitch me downe," quoth he, " my gloves ; 
They came but on my hands but once 

This two and twenty yeere. 

" ffeitch mee my capull," sayd hee there. 
His saddle was of a new manner, 

His stirropps were of a tree. 
" Dame," he sayd, " ffeitch me wine ; 
I will drinke to thee once againe, 640 

I troe I shall never thee see. 



" Hodgkin long, and Hob of the lathe, 
Tarry and drinke with me bothe, 

ffbr my cares are ffast commannde. 
They dranke five gallons verament : 
" flarwell ffellowes all present, 

ffbr I am readye to gange ! " 
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John was soe combred in his geere 
Hee cold not gett upon his marc 

Till Hodgkinn heave up behind. 650 

" Now ffarwell, sir, by the roode ! " 
To neither knight nor barron good 

His hatt he wold not vayle 
Till he came to the Kings gate : 
The porter wold not lett him in theratt, 

Nor come within the walle, 

Till a knight came walking out. 

They sayd, " Yonder standeth a carle stout 

In a rusticall arraye." 
On him they all wondred wright, 660 

And said he was an unseemelye wight, 

And thus to him they gan say : 

" Hayle, ffellow ! where was thou borne ? 
Thee beseemeth ffull well to weare a home ! 

Where had thou that flaire geere ? 
I troe a man might seeke full long, 
One like to thee ar that hee ffound, 

Tho he sought all this yeere." 

John bade them kisse the devills arse : 

" ffor you my geare is much the worsse ! 670 

You will itt not amend, 
By my ffaith, that can I lead ! 
Upon the head I shall you shread 

But if you hence wende ! 

" The devill him speede upon his crowne 
That causeth me to come to this towne, 
Whether he weare Jacke or Jill ! 
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What shold such men as I doe heere 
Att the Kings manner? 

I might have beene att home still." 680 

As John stoode fflyting ffast, 

He saw one of his guests come at the last ; 

To him he spake mall bold, 
To him he flast mall rode, 
He vayled neither hatt nor hood ; 

Sayth, " Thou hast me betold ! 

" Full well I wott by this light 
That thou hast disdainde mee right ; 

ffor wrath I waxe neere wood ! " 
The Erie sayd, " By Marry bright, 690 

John, thou made us a merry night ; 

Thou shalt have nothing but good." 

The Erie tooke leave att John Reve, 
Sayd, " Thou shalt come in without greefe ; 
I pray thee tarry a while." 

The Erie into the hall went, 
And told the King verament 

That John Reeve was att the gate ; 
" To no man list hee lout. 
A rusty sword gird him about, 700 

And a long flawchyon, I wott." 

The King said, " Goe wee to meate, 
And bringe him when wee are sett; 

Our Dame shall have a play." 
" He hath ten arrowes in a thonge, 
Some are short and some are long, 

The sooth as I shold say ; 
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" A rusty sallett upon his crowne, 
His hood were made home browne ; 

There may nothing him dare; 710 

A thytill hee hath mist in his hand 
That hangeth in a peake band, 

And sharplye itt will share. 

" He hath a pouch hanging frull wyde, 
A rusty buckeler on the other syde, 

His mittons are of blacke clothe. 
Who-soe to him sayth ought but good, 
/ swear it to you by the rood, 

ffull soone hee wilbe wrothe." 



Then John sayd, " Porter, lett mee in 1 720 

Some of my goods thou shalt win ; 

I love not ffor to pray.'* 
The porter sayd, " Stand abacke ! 
And thou come neere I shall thee rappe, 

Thou carle, by my flay ! " 

John tooke his flforke in his hand, 

He bare his fTorke on an end, j 

He thought to make a ffray ; 
His capull was wight, and corne fTedd j 
Upon the porter hee him spedd, 730 » 

And him had welnye slaine. 

He hitt the porter upon the crowne, 

With that stroke hee ffell downe, t 

fForsooth as I you tell ; 
And then hee rode into the hall, 
And all the doggs both great and small 

On John ffast can they yell. 
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John layd about as hee were wood, 
And four hee killed as hee stood ; 

The rest will now be ware. 740 

Then came fforth a squier hend, 
And sayd, " John, I am thy frreind, 

I pray you light downe heere." 

Another sayd, " Give me thy fforke," 

And John sayd, " Nay, by St. William of Yorke, 

ffirst I will cracke thy crowne ! " 
Another sayd, " Lay downe thy sword ; 
Sett up thy horsse ; be not affeard ; 

Thy bow, good John, lay downe ; 

" I shall hold your stirroppe; 750 

Doe of your pallett and your hoode 

Ere they flail, as I troe. 
Yee see not who sitteth att the meate ; 
Yee are a wonderous silly ffreake, 

And alsoe passing sloe ! " 

" What devill," sayd John, " is that ffor thee ? 
Itt is my owne, soe mote I thee ! 
Therfore I will itt weare." 

The Queene beheld him in hast : 

" My lord," shee sayd, " ffor Gods ffast, 760 

Who is yonder that doth ryde? 
Such a ffellow saw I never yore J " 
Shee saith, " Hee hath the quaintest geere, 

He is but simple of pryde." 

Right soe came John as hee were wood ; 
He vayled neither hatt nor hood, 
He was a ff [er]ley frreake ; 

181 



Digitized by 



Google 



He tookc his fforke as hce wold just ; 
Up to the dease flast he itt thrust. 

The Queene ffor ffeare did speake, 770 

And sayd, " Lords, beware, ffor Gods grace ! 
ffor hee will ffrowte some in the flace 

If yee take not good heede 1 " 
They laughed without doubt, 
And soe did all that were about, 

To see John on his steede. 

Then sayd John to our Queene, 

" Thou may st be proud, Dame, as I weene, 

To have such a ffawconer 1 
ffor he is a well ffarrand man, 780 

And much good manner hee can, 

I tell you sooth in ffere. 

" But, lord, hee sayd, " my good, its thine ; 
My body alsoe, ffor to pine, 

ffor thou art King with crowne. 
But, lord, thy word is honorable, 
Both stedfrast, sure, and stable, 

And alsoe greate of renowne ! 

" Therfore have mind what thou me hight 

When thou with me harbor d a night, 790 

A warryson that I shold have." 
John spoke to him with sturdye mood, 
Hee vayled neither hatt nor hood, 

But stood with him checkmate. 

The King sayd, " Fellow mine, 
ffor thy capons hott, and good red wine, 
Much thankes I doe give thee." 

182 



Digitized by 



Google 



The Queene sayd, " By Mary bright, 
Award him as his right ; 

Well advanced lett him bee 1 " 800 

The King sayd untill him then, 
" John, I make thee a gentleman ; 

Thy manner place I thee give, 
And a hundred pounds to thee and thine, 
And every yeere a tunn of red wine 

Soe long as thou dost live." 

But then John began to kneele : 

" I thanke you, my lord, as I have soule, 

Therof I am well payd." 
Thee King tooke a coller bright, 810 

And sayd, " John, heere I make thee a knight 

With worshippe." When hee sayd, 

Then was John evill apayd, 

And amongst them all thus hee sayd, 

" ffull oft I have heard tell 
That after a coller comes a rope ; 
I shall be hanged by the throate ; 

Methinkes itt doth not well." 

" Sith thou hast taken this estate, 

That every man may itt wott, 820 

Thou must begin the bord." 
Then John therof was nothing fiaine — 
I tell you truth with-outen laine, — 

He spake never a word, 

But att the bords end he sate him downe ; 
ffor hee had leever beene att home 
Then att all their rrrankish flare ; 
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ffor there was wine, well I wott ; 
Royall meates of the best sortes 

Were sett before him there. 830 

A gallon of wine was put in a dishe ; 
John supped itt of, both more and lesse. 

" ffeitch," quoth the King, " such more.** 
" By my Lady,*' quoth John, " this is good wine ! 
Let us make merry, ffor now itt is time ; 

Christs curse on him that doth itt spare ! " 

With that came in the porter hend 
And kneeled downe before the King, 

Was all berunnen with blood. 
Then the King in hart was woe, 840 

Sayes, " Porter, who hath dight thee soe? 

Tell on j I wax neere wood." 

" Now infaith," sayd John, " that same was I, 
For to teach him some curtesye, 

ffor thou hast taught him noe good. 
For when thou came to my pore place, 
With mee thou found soe great a grace, 

Noe man did bidd thee stand without ; 

" ffor if any man had against thee spoken, 

His head mill soone I shold have broken," 850 

John sayd, " with-outen doubt. 
Therfore I warne thy porters ffree, 
When any man comes out of my countrye, 

Another time lett them not be soe stout. 

" If both thy porters goe walling wood, 
Begod I shall reave their hood, 
Or goe on ffoote boote. 
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But thou, Lord, hast after me sent, 
And I am come att thy commandement 

Hastilye withouten doubt." 860 

The King sayd, " By St. Jame ! 
John, my porters were to blame ; 

Yee did nothing but right." 
He tooke the case into his hand; 
Then to kisse hee made them gange ; 

Then laughed both King and knight. 
** I pray you," quoth the King, " good ffellows bee." 
" Yes," quoth John, " soe mote I thee, 

We were not wrathe ore night." 

Then they Bishopp sayd to him thoe, 870 

" John, send hither thy sonnes two ; 

To the schoole I shall them ffind, 
And soe God may for them werke, 
That either of them have a kirke 

If ffortune be their ffreind. 

" Also send hither thye daughters both ; 

Two marryages the King will garr them to have, 

And wedd them with a ringe. 
Wen[d] fforth, John, on thy way, 
Looke thou be kind and curteous aye, 880 

Of meate and drinke be never nithing." 

Then John tooke leave of King and Queene, 
And after att all the court by-deene, 

And went fforth on his way. 
He sent his daughters to the King, 
And they were weded with a ringe 

Unto two squiers gay. 
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His sonnes both hardye and wight, 
The one of them was made a knight, 

And fresh in every Array ; 890 

The other a parson of a kirke, 
Gods service ffor to worke, 

To God serve night and day. 

Thus John Reeve and his wifle 

With mirth and jolty ledden their liffe ; 

To God they made laudinge. 
Hodgikin long and Hobb of the lathe, 
They were made frreemen bothe 

Through the grace of the King hend. 

Then thought yohn on the Bishopps word, 900 

And ever after kept open bord 

ffor guests that God him send ; 
Till death ffeitcht him away 
To the blisse that lasteth aye : 

And thus John Reeve made an end. 

Thus endeth the tale of Reeve soe wight, 
God that is soe frull of might, 

To heaven their soules bring 
That have heard this litle story, 

That lived sometimes in the south-west countrye 910 
In long Edwardes dayes our King. 
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SIR CAWLINE 



Jesus : Lord mickle of might, 

That dyed ffor us on the roode 

To maintaine us in all our right, 
That loves true English blood. 

ffor by a knight I say my song, 
Was bold and mill hardye; 

Sir Robert Briuse wold fforth to flight 
In-to Ireland over the sea ; 



And in that land dwells a king 

Which over all does beare the bell, 10 

And with him there dwelled a curteous knight,' 

Men call him Sir Cawline. 



And he hath a ladye to his daughter, 

Of ffashyon shee hath noe peere j 
Knights and lordes they woed her both, 

Trusted to have beene her peere. 

Sir Cawline loves her best of ony, 

But nothing durst hee say 
To discreeve his councell to noe man, 

But deerlye loved this mayd. 20 

Till itt beffell upon a day, 

Great dill to him was dight; 
The maydens love removed his mind, 

To care bed went the knight ; 
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And one while he spread his armes him flroe, 

And cryed soe pittyouslye 
" ffor the maydens love that I have most minde, 

This day may comfort mee, 
Or else ere noone I shalbe dead ! " 

Thus can Sir Cawline say. 30 

When our parish masse that itt was done, 

And our King was bowne to dine, 
He sayes, " Where is Sir Cawline 

That was wont to serve me with ale and wine ? " 



But then answered a curteous knight 

flast wringinge his hands, 
" Sir Cawlines sicke, and like to be dead 

Without and a good leedginge." 

" ffeitch yee downe my daughter deere, 

Shee is a leeche mill ffine; 40 

I, and take you doe and the baken bread, 
And eene o[f] the wine soe red, 
And looke no dayntinesse ffor him to deare, 

For ffull loth I wold him teene." 



This ladye is gone to his chamber, 
Her maydens ffollowing nye, 

" O well," shee sayth, " how doth my lord ? 
" O sicke ! " againe saith hee. 



»» 



" I, but rise up wightlye, man, for shame ! 

Never lye soe cowardlye here! 50 

Itt is told in my fathers hall, 

ffor my love you will dye." 
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" Itt is ffor your love, flay re ladye, 

That all this dill I drye. 
ffor if you wold comfort me with a kisse, 
Then were I brought ffrom bale to blisse ; 

Noe longer here wold I lye." 

" Alas ! soe well you know, sir knight, 

I cannott bee your peere." 
" ffor some deeds of armes ffaine wold I doe 60 

To be your bacheeleere." 

" Upon Eldrige hill there growes a thorne 

Upon the mores brodingej 
And wold you, sir knight, wake there all night 

To day of the other morninge? 

" ffor the Eldrige King that is mickle of might 

Will examine you beforne ; 
And there was never man that bare his liffe away 

Since the day that I was borne." 

" But I will ffor your sake, ffaire ladye, 70 

Walke on the bents soe browne, 
And He either bring you a readye token 

Or He never come to you againe." 

But this ladye is gone to her chamber, 

Her maydens ffollowing bright; 
And Sir Cawlins gone to the mores soe broad, 

ffor to wake there all night. 

Unto midnight they moone did rise, 

He walked up and downe, 
And a lightsome bugle then heard he blow 80 

Over the bents soe browne. 
Saies hee, " And if cryance come untill my hart, 

I am flarr ffrom any good towne ; " 
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And he spyed ene a litlc him by, 
A fruryous king and a ffell, 
And a ladye bright his brydle led, 
That seemlye itt was to see ; 

And soe fast hee called upon Sir Cawline, 

" Oh man, I redd thee fflye ! 
ffor if cryance come untill thy hart, 90 

I am a-feard least thou mun dye." 

He sayes, " No cryance comes to my hart, 

Nor ifaith I ffeare not thee ; 
ffor because thou minged not Christ before, 

Thee lesse me dreadeth thee." 



But Sir Cawline he shooke a speare, 

The King was bold, and abode, 
And the timber these two children bore 

Soe soone in sunder slode, 
ffor they tooke and two good swords, 100 

And they layden on good loade. 

But the Eldridge King was mickle of might, 

And stiffly to the ground did stand ; 
But Sir Cawline with an aukeward stroke 

He brought him ffrom his hand, 
I, and fflying over his head soe hye, 

ffell downe of that lay land : 

And his lady stood a litle thereby, 

ffast ringing her hands : 
" For they maydens love that you have most meed, no 

Smyte you my lord no more, 
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" And heest never come upon Eldrige Hill 

Him to sport, gamon, or play, 
And to meete noe man of middle earth, 

And that lives on Christs his lay." 

But he then up, and that Eldryge King, 

Sett him in his sadle againe, 
And that Eldryge King and his ladye 

To their castle are they gone. 

" And hee tooke then up and that Eldryge sword 1 20 

As hard as any fflynt, 
And soe he did those ringes five, 

Harder then ffyer and brent. 

ffirst he presented to the Kings daughter 

They hand, and then they sword. 
" But a serrett buffett you have him given, 

The King and the crowne ! " shee sayd. 
" I, but four and thirty stripes 

Comen beside the rood." 

And a gyant that was both stiffe and strong, 130 

He lope now them amonge, 
And upon his squier five heads he bare, 

Unmackley made was hee. 

And he dranke then on the Kings wine, 

And hee put the cup in his sleeve ; 
And all they trembled and were wan 

ffor feare he shold them greeflfe. 

" He tell thee mine arrand, King," he sayes, 
" Mine errand what I doe heere j 
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ffor I will bren thy temples hye, 140 

Or He have thy daughter deere ; 
In, or else upon, yond more soe brood 

Thou shalt mnd mee a ppeare." 



The King he turned him round about, 
(Lord, in his heart he was woe 1), 

Says, " Is there noe knight of the Round Table 
This matter will undergoe ? 



" I, and hee shall have my broad lands, 

And keepe them well his live ; 
I, and soe hee shall my daughter deere, 150 

To be his weded wiffe." 



And then stood up Sir Cawline 

His owne errand ffor to say : 
" I faith, I wold to God, sir," sayd Sir Cawline, 

That Soldan I will assay. 

" Goe, ffeitch me downe my Eldrige sword, 

ffor I woon itt att a may." 
" But away, away ! " sayd the hend Soldan, 

" Thou tarryest mee here all day ! " 

But the hend Soldan and Sir Cawline 160 

They ffought a summers day : 
Now has hee slaine that hend Soldan, 

And brought his five heads away. 



And the King has betaken him his broade lands 
And all his venison. 
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" But take you too and your lands soe broad, 

And brookc them well your liffe, 
ffor you promised mee your daughter deere 

To be my weded wiffe." 

"Now by my ffaith," then sayes our King, 170 

" ffor that wee will not strifle ; 
fFor thou shalt have my daughter dere 

To be thy weded wiffe." 

The other morninge Sir Cawline rose 

By the dawning of the day, 
And untill a garden did he goe 

His mattins ffor to say ; 
And that bespyed a ffalse steward — 

A shames death that he might dye ! — 

And he lett a lyon out of a bande, 180 

Sir Cawline ffor to teare; 
And he had noe wepon him upon, 

Nor noe wepon did weare. 

But hee tooke then his mantle of greene, 

Into the lyons mouth itt thrust; 
He held the lyon soe sore to the wall 

Till the lyons hart did burst. 

And the watchmen cryed upon the walls 

And sayd : " Sir Cawlines slaine ! 
And with a beast is not ffull litle, 190 

A lyon of mickle mayne." 
Then the Kings daughter shee ffell downe, 

" For peerlesse is my payne ! " 
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" O peace, my lady ! " sayes Sir Cawline, 
I have bought thy love ftull deere, 
O peace, my lady," sayes Sir Cawline, 
Peace, lady, ffor I am heere ! " 



« 
« 

« 



Then he did marry this Kings daughter, 

With gold and silver bright, 
And fifteen sonnes this ladye beere 200 

To Sir Cawline the knight. 



ffinis 
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SIR DEGREE 



[First Part] 

Lordings, and you will hold you still, 

A gentle tale I will you tell, 

All of knights of this countrye 

The which have travelled beyond the seaj 

As did a knight called Sir Degree, 

One of the best was ffound him before. 

That time in England dwelled a king, 

A stout man in manners and all thinge, 

Both in armour and on the sheeld 

He was much doubted in battell and in ffeild. 10 

There was noe man in verament 

That justed with him in turnament 

That out of his stirropps might stirr his ffoote, 

He was soe strong without doubt. 

The King had no more children but one, 

A daughter white as whales bone ; 

That mayd hee loved as his liffe ; 

Her mother was dead, the Queene his wiffe ; 

In travell of chyld shee dyed, alas I 

And when this mayd of age was, 20 

Kings sonnes her wooed then, 

Emperoures, dukes, and other men, 

For to have had her in marryage 

For love of her great heritage. 

But then they King he made answer, 

'That never man hee shold wedd her 

With-out hee might with stout justinge 

The King out of his sadle bringe, 

To make him loose his stirropps too.' 

Many one assayd, and cold not doe ; 30 
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But every yeere, as right itt wold, 

A great ffeast the King did hold 

Upon^his Queenes mourning day, 

The which was buryed in an abbey. 

Soe upon a day the King wold ryde 

Unto an abbey there besyde, 

To a dirges and masses both, 

The pore to ffeed, and the naked to cloth. 

His owne daughter shee with him rode, 

And in the fforrest shee still abode, 40 

And sayd, * downe shee must light, 

Better her clothes to amend right.' 

A-downe they be light all three 

Her damsells, and soe did shee. 

A mill long stond they there abode 

Till all they men away rode. 

They gatt up, and after they wold, 

But they cold not they right way hold ; 

The wood was roughe and thicke, I-wis, 

And they tooke their way all amisse. 50 

They rode south, they rode west, 

Unto the thicke of that fforrest, 

And unto a bane they came att last. 

Then varryed they wonderous flast, 

ffor they wist amisse they had gone, 

And downe they light every one. 

The wheather was hott affore none ; 

They wist not what was best ffor to have done, 

But layd them downe upon the greene. 

Some of them ffell on sleepe, as I weene, 60 

And thus they fell on sleepe everye one 

Saving the Kings daughter alone, 

And shee went fforth to gather fflowers 

And to heare the song of the small ffowles. 

Soe long shee did fforth passe 

Till that shee wist not where itt was. 
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Then can shee cry wonderous sore, 

Shee weeped and wrange her hands thore, 

And sayes, " alacke that I was borne ! 

Her in this fforrest I am fforlorne, 70 

And wilde beasts will me rende 

Or any man may mee ffind ! " 

They way to her damsells shee wold have came, 

But shee wist not how to come. 

Then shee was ware of a joyfull sight : 

A-fore her there stood a flayre knight 

That was well-favoured of ffoote and hand ; 

There was not such a one in all the land ; 

And by the rich clothing that hee had on, 

Hee seemed to be a gentleman. 80 

Soe stout a man then was hee, 

He sayes, " Madam, God yee see ! 

Be yee dread arright of nought ; 

I have noe armour with me brought, 

But I have loved you this many a yeere, 

And now that I have ffound you here 

You shall bee my lemman ere I goe, 

Whether itt turnes to wayle or woe ! " 

But then no more adoe cold shee, 

But wept and cryed, and cold not fflee. 90 

Anon he began her to behold, 

And he did with her whatsoever hee wold, 

And there hee bereft her of her maydenhead. 

And right before her the knight stoode : 

And hee sayes, " Madam gentle and ffiree, 

Now with child, Madam, I doe thinke you bee, 

And well I wott hee will be a knave ; 

Therfore my good sword he shall have, 

My sword heere upon my hand, 

Therewith the last I did kill a gyant, 100 

And I brake the poynt of itt in his head, 

And here in the fforrest I have him layd. 
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Take itt up now, Dame, ffor itt is heere ; 

Thou speakes not with mee this many a yeere ; 

Yett peradventure they time may come 

That I may speake with my owne sonne, 

And by this sword I may him ken.'* 

Hee kist his love, and went then ; 

The knight passed as hee come. 

All weeping the ladye the sword up nume, no 

And shee went fforth sore weeping, 

And there shee ffound her mayds sleeping. 

Shee hid the sword as well as shee might, 

And called them up anon-right, 

And tooke their horsses everye one, 

And began to ryde fforth anon. 

Then they were ware att the last, 

Many a knight came pricking ffast ; 

frrom they King they were sent 

To witt which way his daughter went. 120 

They brought them into the right way, 

And rodden ffayre unto the Abbey. 

There was done service and all thinge, 

With many a masse, with rich offeringe ; 

And when these masses were all done, 

And come to passe the hye noone, 

The King to his pallace did ryde, 

And much people by his syde, 

And after, every man was glad and blythe. 

This ladye swooned many a sithe, 130 

And ever her belly waxed more and more ; 

Shee weeped and wrang her hands ffull sore. 

Soe upon a day shee can sore weepe, 

And a mayd of hers tooke good heede, 

And said, "Madam, ffor St. Charytye, 

Why weepe yee soe sore? tell itt mee!" 

" Mayden, It I shold tell itt before, 

If thou shold mee beraye I were but lore ; 



198 



Digitized by 



Google 



ffor ever I have beene meeke and mild, 

And trulye now I am with chyld ; 140 

And if any man itt under-yeede, 

Men wold tell in everye steade 

That mine owne ffather of mee itt wan, 

ffor I never loved any other man. 

And if my ffather he might know itt, 

Such sorrow his hart wold gett 

That hee wold never merry bee, 

ffor all his love is layde on mee." 

" O gentle lady, greeve itt nought ; 

Stilly itt shall bee ffbrth brought ; 150 

There shall none know itt certainlye, 

Truly, madam, but you and I." 

The time was come that shee was unbound, 

And delivered whole and sound. 

A flay re man chylde there was borne ; 

Glad of itt was the lady fforlorne. 

This mayd served her att her will, ' 

And layd the child in a cradle, 

And wrapped him in clothes anon, 

And was ready till have gone. 160 

Then was this child to with mother hold ; 

Shee gave itt twenty pounds in gold, 

And ten pounds in silver alsoe ; 

Under his head shee can itt doe ; 

And much itt is that a child behoves. 

With itt shee gives a payre of gloves, 

And bade the child wed no wiffe in lande 

Without those gloves wold on her hand ; 

And then the gloves would serve no where, 

Saving the mother that did him beare. 170 

A letter with the child put shee, 

With the gloves alsoe perdye : 

Then was itt in the letter writt, 

Whosoever itt found, shold itt witt, — 
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' ffor God's love, if any good man 

This litle child ffind can, 

Gett him to be christened of the preists hand, 

And helpe him ffor to live on land 

With this silver that is heare, 

Till the time that hee may armoure beare ; 180 

And helpe him with his owne good, 

ffor hee is come of a gentle blood.' 

And when that they had all this downe, 

The mayd shee tooke her way right soone : 

With this child in the cradle, and all thinge, 

Shee stale away in an eveninge, 

And went her way, and wist not where, 

Through thicke and thinn, and through bryar. 

Then shee was readylye ware anon 

Of an hermitage made in stone, 1 90 

A holy man that there was wooninge, 

And thither shee went without leasinge. 

And when shee came to the hermitts dore, 

Shee sett the cradle there before, 

And turned againe anon-right, 

And came againe the same night. 

The hermitt wakened in the morrow, 

And eke his knave alsoe. 

The hermitt sayd, " Lord, I crye thee mercye ! 

Methinke I heare a younge chyld crye." 200 

This holy man his dore undid, 

And ffound the child in that stead. 

There he lift up the sheete anon, 

And looked on the litle groome ; 

Then held he up his right hand, 

And thanked Jesus Christ in that stond, 

And bare the child into the chappell. 

ffor joy of him hee wronge the bell, 

And layd up the gloves and the treasure, 

And christened the child with much honor, 210 
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And in the worshipp of the Holy Trinytye 

He called the childs name Sir Degree ; 

ffor Degree, to understand, I-wis, 

A thing that almost lost itt is ; 

As a thing that was almost lost agoe, 

Therfore he called his name soe. 

The hermitt he was a holy man of liffe, 

And he had a sister which was a wiffe, 

And sent this child to her full rave 

With much mone by his knave, 220 

And bade that shee shold take good heede 

The litle child to nourish and ffeede. 

This lide chyld Degree, 

Unto the cytye borne was hee. 

The goodman and the wiffe in ffere 

Kept the child as itt their owne were 

Till the time ten winters were come and spent; 

Then to the hermitt they him sent. 

The hermitt longed him to see ; 

Then was he a fiayre child and a flree, 230 

And he taught this child of clarkes lore 

Other ten winters without more ; 

And when hee was of twenty yeere, 

Hee was a man of great power, 

A staleworth man in everye worke, 

And of his time a well good clarke. 

Then he tooke him his fflorence and his gloves 

That he had kept ffrom him in his house, 

And gave him his owne letter to reade. 

Hee looked there-in the same steade; 240 

" Hermitt/* hee sayd, " ffor St. Charytye, 

Was this letter found by mee ? " 

" I, sir," hee sayes, " by Him that mee deeme shall, 

Thus I you ffound ; " and told him all. 

He sett him on his knees frull blythe, 

And thanked the hermitt often sythe ; 
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And he gave the hermitt halfe of the golde ; 
And the remnant up did hee ffoulde. 



Second Parte 

Then sayes Degree, " I will not blinne 

Till I have ffbund my flather or some of my kinne." 250 

" To seeke thy kinne thou mayst not endure 

Without horsse or good armour." 

Then said Degree, " by St. John, 

Horsse nor harnesse He have none, 

But a good bitter in my hand, 

Mine enemyes therewith to withstand, 

A full good sapline of an oke ; 

And home therewith 1st sett a stroke, — 

Have hee never soe good armour him on, 

Or be hee never soe tall a man, — 260 

I shall him ffell to the ground 

With this same batt in that stond." 

The child kissed the hermitt thoe, 

And alsoe tooke his leave to goe. 

fforth went Degree, the sooth to say, 

Throughout a iForrest halfe a day ; 

He heard noe man, nor saw none, 

Till itt passed the hye noone ; 

Then heard hee great stroakes ffell 

That made great noyse withall. 270 

ffull soone he thought that thing to sec, 

To witt what the stroakes might bee. 

There was an Erie stout and gay 

Was come thither that same day, 

To hunt ffbr a deere or a doe, 

But his hounds were gone him ffroe. 

And there was a dragon ffeirce and grim, 

ffull of flyer and alsoe of venim, 
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With a wyde throate, and tushes great, 

Upon the Erie can he beate ; 280 

And as a lyon were his ffeete ; 

His tayle was long and ftull unmeete ; 

Betweene his head and his tayle 

Twenty-two ffoote without ffayle. 

His belly was like a whole tunn, 

Itt shone ffull bright againe the ssunn. 

His eyen as bright as any glasse, 

His scales as hard as anye brasse ; 

And therto hee was necked like a horsse, 

And bare his head upp with great fforce ; 290 

Hee was to looke on, as I you tell, 

As thoe hee had beene a ffeende of hell ; 

Many man hee had shent, 

And many a horsse hee had rent ; 

And to this Erie hard battell he began, 

But hee defended him like a man, 

And boldlye stroke on him with his sword ; 

But of his stroakes he was not affeard, 

ffor his skin was as hard as anye stone, 

Where-ffore hee cold him noe harme done. 300 

And when the Erie Degree see, 

He sayd "helpe, ffor Charytye!" 

Then answered Sir Degore, 

"Gladlyel" he sayes, "and God before." 

When the dragon of Degree had a sight, 

Hee left the Erie, and came to him right. 

Then the child that was soe younge 

Tooke his staffe that was soe stronge, 

And smote the dragon on the crowne 

That in the wood hee ffell downe. 310 

The dragon recovered anon-right, 

And hitt the child with such might 

With his tayle in that tydc, 

That hee ffell downe upon his side. 
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Then Degree recovered anon-right, 

And defended him with much might ; 

With his staffe that was soe longe 

He broke of him ffoote and bone 

That itt was wonder ffor to see. 

Hee was soe taughe hee might not dye, 320 

Yett hee hitt him on the crowne soe hye 

That hee made his braines out flye. 

Then the Erie was glad and blythe, 

And thanked Degree often sithe, 

And he prayed him hee wold with him ryde 

Unto the pallace there beside ; 

And there he made him a knight, 

And made him good cheere that night ; 

Rents, tresure, and halfe of his land 

Hee wold have seized into his hand, 330 

And alsoe his daughter to be his wiffe, 

And all his lands after his liffe. 

And then Sir Degree thanked him hartilye, 

And prayed him, ' of his curtesye 

To lett his women affore him come, 

Wives, mayds, more and some,' 

"And alsoe your daughter eke ; 

And if my gloves be ffor them meete, 

Or will upon of any of their hands, 

Then wold I be ffaine to take my lands ; 340 

And if my gloves will not doe soe, 

I will take my leave and goe." 

All the women were out brought 

That thereabout might be sought, 

And all assayd the gloves then, 

But they were ffitt for no woman. 

Sir Degree tooke his gloves thoe, 

And alsoe tooke his leave to goe. 

The Erie hee was a lord of gende blood, 

Hee gave Sir Degree a steede mill good, 350 
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And therto gave him good armour 

Which was naire and sure, 

And alsoe a page his man to bee, 

And a hackney to ryde on trulye. 

Then fforth went Sir Degree, die sooth to say, 

Many a mile upon a summers day. 

Soe upon a day much people he mett ; 

He hoved still, and flayre them grett ; 

He asked the squier what tydinge, 

And wence came all those people rydinge. 360 

The squier answered verament, 

He sayd, "they came ffrom the parlament. 

And when they parlaiment was most planere, 

The King lett cry both farr and nere 

' If any man durst be soe bold 

As with the King just wold, 

He shold have his daughter in marryage, 

And all his lands and his herytage.' 

Itt is a land good and flayre, 

And the King thereto hath no heyre. 370 

Certaine no man dare grant thereto ; 

Many a man assayd, and might not doe, 

For there is no man that rides to him 

But hee beates them with stroakes grim ; 

Of some hee breakes the necke anon ; 

Of some he brakes backe and bone ; 

Some through the bodye hee glyds ; 

And some to the death hee smites. 

Unto him may a man doe nothinge, 

Such a grace ever hath our Kinge." 380 

Sir Degree stood in a study then, 

And thought hee was a mighty man, 

" And I am in my younge blood ; 

And I have horsse and armour goode, 

And as I trow I have a good steede ; 

I will assay if I can speede ; 
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And if I can beare that King downe, 

I shalbe a man of great renowne ; 

And if hee mee ffell can, 

There knowes no body who I am." 390 

Thus in the citye his inne he takes ; 

He rested him, and merry makes. 

Soe on a day the King hee mett, 

He kneeled downe, and faire him grett, 

And sayd, " my lord, thou King of much might ! 

My lord hath sent mee to thee right 

To warne you how itt must be : 

My lord will come and flight with yee ; 

To just with thee my lord hath nomm." 

The King sayd, " hee shalbe welcome, 400 

Be hee knight or barrowne, 

Erie, duke, or churle in towne : 

Theres no man He ffbrsake ; 

Who all may winn, all let him take.'* 

Soe on the morrow the day was sett, 

The King advised much the bett, 

But there was not any living man 

That Sir Degree trusted upon ; 

But to the church that day went hee 

To heare a Masse to the Trinitye; 410 

And to the ffather hee offered a fHoren, 

And to the Sonne another ffine ; 

The third to the Holy Ghost hee offered ; 

The priest in his Masse ffor him hee prayed. 

And when the Masses were done, 

Unto his inne hee went ffull soone, 

Where hee did arme him well indeed 

In rich armor good att need. 

His good steed he began to stryde j 

He tooke his speare, and fforth gan ryde. 420 

His man tooke another spere, 

And after his master did itt beare : 
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Thus in the ffeild Sir Degree abode then, 
And the King came with many men. 



Third Parte 

Many came thither readylye 

ffor to see their justing trulye ; 

And all that ever in the ffeild were, 

They sayd and did sweare 

That ' ere that time they never see 

Soe flayre a man with their eye 430 

As was that younge knight Sir Degree ; ' 

But no man wist ffrom wence came hee. 

They rode together att the last 

Upon their good steeds ffull flast : 

To dashe him downe he had meant, 

And in his sheild sett such a dint 

That his good speare all to-brast ; 

But Sir Degree was strong, and sate fast. 

Then sayd the King, "Alas, alas! 

This is a wonderffull case. 440 

There was never man that I might hitt 

That might ever my stroake sitt ! 

This is a man ffor the nones ! 

He is a man of great bones ! " 

They rode together then with great randome, 

And he had thaught to have smitten the child downe, 

And he hitt Sir Degree soone anon 

Right upon the brest bone, 

That his horsse was reared on hye, 

And Sir Degree he was ffallen nye, 450 

And yett Sir Degree his course out yode, 

And waxed angrye in his moode ; 

He sayd, " Alacke ! I have mist yett, 

And hee hath mee twyse hitt ; 
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By God, I will advise better, 

I will not long be his debtor ! " 

Then they rode together with much might, 

And in their shields their speres pight; 

And in their sheelds their speres all to-broke 

Unto their hands with that stroke. 460 

And then the King began to speake, 

" Give me a speare that will not breake, 

And he anon shall be smitten downe 

If hee were as strong as Sampson. 

And if hee bee the devill of hell, 

I shall him downe ffell ; 

And if his necke will not in too, 

His backe shall, ere I doe goe." 

The King tooke a spere stiffe and strong, 

And Sir Degree another strong and longe, 470 

And stoutlye to the King hee smitt. 

The King flayled ; Sir Degree him hitt, 

He made the Kings horsse turne up his ffeete, 

And soe Sir Degree him beate. 

Then there was much noyse and crye; 

The King was sore ashamed welnye, 

And well I wott his daughter was sorrye, 

ffor then shee wist that shee must marrye 

Untill a man of a strange countrye 

The which before shee never see, 480 

And to lead her live with such a one 

That shee never wist ffrom whence hee came. 

The King sayd then to Sir Degore, 

" Come hither, my ffayre sonne, me before, 

ffor if thou were as a gentle a man 

As thou art seeming to looke upon, 

And if thou coldest witt and reason doe 

As thou art doughtye man too, 

I wold thinke my lands well besett 

If itt were five times bett ; 490 
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ffor words spoken I must needs hold. 

Afore my barrons that beene soe bold, 

I take thee my daughter by the hand, 

And I cease thee into my land 

To be my heyre after mee, 

In joy and blisse ffor to bee." 

Great ordinance then there was wrought, 

And to the church dore they were brought, 

And there were wedd in verament 

Unto the holy Sacrament. 500 

And looke what ffolly hapened there ! 

That he shold marry his owne mother, 

The which had borne him of her syde ! 

And hee knew nothing that tyde ; 

Shee knew nothing of his kinne, 

Nor yett shee knew nothing of him, 

But both together ordayned to bed, 

Yet peradventure they might be sibb. 

This did Sir Degree the bold, 

Hee weded her to have and hold. 510 

Itt passed on the hye time of noone, 

And the day was almost done ; 

To bed were brought hee and shee 

With great myrth and solempnytye. 

Sir Degree stood and behold then, 

And thought on the hermitt, the holy man, 

That hee shold never wed ffor-thy 

Neither wydow nor ladye 

With-out shee might the gloves doe 

Lightlye on her hands towe. 520 

"Alacke! " then sayes Sir Degree, 

"the time that ever I borne shold bee! " 

And sayd anon with heavy cheere, 

"Rather then all my kingdome heere 

That is now ceazed into my hands, 

That / were fayre out of this landed 
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The King these words hard thoe, 

And sayes, "my sonne, why sayst thou soe? 

Is there ought against thy will 

Either done or sayd, that doe thee ill, 530 

Or any man that hath misdoone? 

Tell mee, and itt shall be amended soone." 

"No, lord,*' sayes Degree then, 

" But for this marryage done has beene, 

I will not with no woman meddle, 

Neither wiffe, widdow, nor damsell, 

Without shee may these gloves doe 

Lightly upon her hands tow." 

And when they Lady can that heere, 

Anon shee changed all her cheere, 540 

For shee knew that the gloves longed to her, 

And sayes, "give me the gloves, fayre Sir.** 

Shee tooke the gloves in that steede, 

And lightly upon her hands them did. 

Then shee fell downe and began to cry ; 

Says, " Lord God, I aske thee mercy ; 

I am the mother that did you beare, 

And you are mine owne sonne deere ! " 

Sir Degree tooke her up thoe 

ffull lightly in his armes towe. 550 

Then either of other were ffull blythe, 

And kissed together many a sithe. 

The King of them had much marveile, 

And at the noyse without fayle, 

And was abashed of their weepinge. 

"Daughter! what meanes this thing?" 

"Father," shee sayd, "will you itt heere? 

You wend that I a mayden were. 

No, truly, flather, I am none 

For itt is twenty winters a-gone! 560 

This is my sonne, God doth know, 

And by these gloves see itt, lowe ! " 
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Shee told him altogether there 

How hee was begotten of her. 

And then bespake Sir Degree, 

"O sweet mother! " sayd hee, 

"Where is my fathers wooninge, 

Or when heard you of him any tydinge ? " 

" Sonne,'* shee sayd, " by heaven Kinge 

I can tell you of him no tydinge. 570 

But when thy father from me went, 

A poyntles sword he me lent, 

And hee charged me to keepe itt then 

Till that time thow wert a man." 

Shee feicth the sword anon tho, 

And Sir Degree itt out drew : 

Long and broad itt was, pardye ; 

There was not such a one in that country. 

"Now truly," saves Degree then, 

"Hee that weelded itt was a man! 580 

But if God of heaven hee may keepe, 

Night nor day I will not sleepe 

Till that time I may my father see, 

In Christendome if that hee bee." 



Fourth Parte 

He made him merry that ilk night. 

And on the morrow, when itt was day light, 

Hee went to the Chirch to heare a Masse, 

And made him ready for to passe. 

The King sayd, "my next kinne, 

I will give thee knights with thee to winne." 590 

"Gramercy, lord," sayes Degree then, 

" But with me shall goe no other man 

But my knave, that may take heede 

Of my armour and of my steede." 
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Hee leapt on his horsse, the sooth to say, 

And forthe he rode on his journey. 

Many a mile and many a way 

Hee rode forth on his palfrey, 

And evermor hee rode west 

Until hee came to a forrest. 600 

There wild beasts came him by, 

And fowles song therto merrely. 

They rode soe long that itt grew to night ; 

They sun went downe, and fayled light. 

Soone after they found a castell cleere, — 

A lady truly dwelled there, — 

A fayre castle of lime and stone, 

But other towne there was none. 

Sir Degree sayd to his knave that tyde, 

"Wee will to yonder castle ryde, 610 

And all night abyde will wee, 

And aske lodging ffor charity." 

The bridge itt was undrawen thoe, 

They gates they stood open alsoe. 

Into they castle they can speede, 

But first they stabled up their steede, 

And they sett up their hackney. 

Enoughe they found of come and hay. 

They yode about and began to call 

Both in the court and in the hall ; 620 

But neither for love nor awe, 

Livinge man they none sawe; 

But in the middst of the hall floore 

They found a fayre fyer in that hower. 

His man sayes, "leave Sir, 

I have wonder who hath made this flyer ? " 

" But if hee come againe to night, 

I will him tarry, as I am true knight.*' 

Hee sett him downe upon the desse, 

And hee made him well att ease. 630 
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Soone after hee was ware of one 

That into the dore gan to come : 

Three maydens flayre and firee 

Were trussed up above the knee; 

Two of them bowes did beare, 

And other towe charged were 

With venison that was soe good. 

Then Sir Degree up stoode, 

And blessed them anon-wright. 

But they spake not to the knight, 640 

But into a chamber they be gone, 

And they shut they dore ffull soone. 

Anon then after that withall 

A dwarffe came into the hall : 

Four foote was they lenght of him ; 

His visage was both great and grim ; 

The hayre that on his head was, 

Looked as yellowe as any glasse ; 

With milke white lace and goodly blee, 

ffull stoutly then looked hee; 650 

Hee ware a sercote of greene, 

With blanchmere itt was frringed, I weene ; 

Hee was well cladd and well dight, 

His shoes were crooked as a knight; 

And hee was large of ffoote and hand 

As any man within the land. 

Sir Degree looked on him thoe, 

And to him reverence he did doe; 

But he to him wold not speake a word, 

But made him ready to lay the bord. 660 

He layd on clothe, and sett on bread, 

Alsoe wine white and red ; 

Torches in the hall hee did light, 

And all things to supper he did dight. 

Anon then with great honor 

There came a lady forth of her bower, 
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And with her shee had mayds fifteen 

That were some in red, and some in greene. 

Sir Degree ffollowed anon-right, 

But they spake not to the knight ; 670 

They yode and washed every one; 

And then to super wold shee gone, 

That ffayre lady that was soe bright. 

Att middest of the messe shee sate downe right, 

And of every side her maydens five, 

flayre and goodlye as any were alive. 

" By God," then sayes Sir Degree, 

" I have you blessed, and you not mee ; 

But you seeme dumbe ; by St. John 

I will make you speake and I can ! " 680 

Sir Degree cold of curtesye ; 

He went and sett him before the ladye. 

And when hee had taken his seate, 

Hee tooke his kniffe and cut his meate. 

mill litle att supper eates hee, 

Soe much hee beholds this mayden ffree ; 

Hee thought shee were the fayrest ladye 

That ever before hee did see. 

And when that they had supped all, 

The dwarffe brought watter into the hall ; 690 

They yode and washed every one, 

And then to chamber wold shee gone. 

"Now trulye," sayes Degree, "and after I will 

To looke on this ladye all my mil." 

Soe upon the stayres the way hee nome, 

And soone into the chamber hee come. 

The lady that was flayre and bright, 

Upon her bed shee sate downe right, 

And harped notes sweete and ffine. 

Her mayds ffilled a peece of wine ; 700 

And then Sir Degree sett him downe 

ffor to heare the harpe sound ; 
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And through the notes of the harp shrill 

He layd him downe and slept his ffill. 

That flaire lady that ilke night 

Shee bade cover the gentle knight ; 

And rich clothes on him they cast, * 

And shee went to another bed att last. 

And soe on the morrow when itt was day, 

The lady rose, the sooth to say, 710 

And into the chamber they way can take. 

Shee sayd, " Sir Knight, arise and wake ! " 

And then shee sayd all in game, 

"You are worthye ffor to have blame I 

ffor like a beast all night you did sleepe ; 

And of my mayds you tooke no keepe." 

And then bespake Sir Degree, 

"Mercy, madam, and fforgive mee! 

The notes that thy harpe itt made, 

Or else the good wine that I had. 720 

But tell me now, my ladye hend, 

Ere I out of this chamber wend, 

Who is lord in this lande, 

Or who holds this castle in his hand, 

And whether you be mayd or wiffe, 

And in what manner you lead your lifle, 

And why you have soe manye women 

Alone with-out any men." 

"Sir," shee sayd, "I wold you tell 

And if you wold amend itt well. 730 

My flather was a bold barron, 

And holden lord over tower and towne, 

And hee had never child but mee, 

And I am heyre heere in this countrye ; 

And there hath woed me many a knight 

And many a squier well dight ; 

But there then woones there beside 

A stout Gyant, and hee is frull of pryde, 
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And hee hath me desired long and yore ; 

And him to love I can never more ; 740 

And hee hath slaine my men eche one, 

All saving my sorry dwarffe alone." 

As shee stood talking, shee fell to the ground 

And swooned there in that stond. 

And then her damsells about her come 

And comfort her, and her up nome. 

The ladye wakened, and looked on Sir Degree. 

"Oh leave Dame!" then sayes hee, 

" Be not adread while I am here ; 

ffor I will helpe thee to my power." 750 

"Sir," shee sayes, "all my lands 

I doe itt ceaze into your hands, 

And all my goods I will thee give, 

And alsoe my body while I doe live, 

And ffor to bee at your owne will 

Earlye, late, lowde, and still, 

Yea and your leman ffor to bee, 

To wreake mee upon my enemye." 

Then was Sir Degree ffaine to flight 

To defend this ladye in her wright, 760 

And ffor to sloe the other knight, 

And winne the ladye that was soe bright. 

And as they stood talking in fleere, 

Her damsells came with a heavy cheere, 

And bade "draw the bridge hastilye; 

For yonder comes your enemye ; 

Without you itt draw soone, anon 

Hee will destroye us everye one." 

Fifth Parte 

Sir Degree hee start up anon 

And thought to make him ready e soone, 770 
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And out of a window hee him see ; 

Then to his horsse ffull soone did hye. 

Soe stout a man, as hee was one, 

In armor sa[w] shee never none. 

Then Sir Degree rode fforth amaine 

ffor to ryde this Gyant againe : 

They smote together hard in sooth 

That Sir Degrees horsse backe brake in two. 

"Thou hast," sayes Sir Degree, "slaine my good steede, 

But I hope Isl quitt well thy meede! 780 

To sloe thy steed nought I will, 

But ffight with thee all my ffill." 

Then they ffoughten on ffoote in ffeere 

With hard strokes upon helmetts cleere. 

The Gyant hee gave Sir Degree 

Huge strokes that were great plentye, 

And Sir Degree did him alsoe 

Till his helmett and basenett were burst in two. 

The Gyant hee was aggreeved sore 

Because he had of his blood fforlore, 790 

And such a stroke he gave Sir Degree thoe 

That to the ground he made him goe. 

Sir Degree recovered anon-right 

And such a stroke hee gave that Knight, 

And upon the crowne soe hee itt sett, 

That througe his helme and basenett 

He made his sword to goe through his head, 

And then the Gyant ffell downe dead. 

This ladye lay in her castle, 

And shee saw the whole battell, 800 

And shee was glad to see that sight 

As ever the bird was of daylight. 

Then Sir Degree came into the hall, 

And against him came the dam sell, 

And shee thanked him ffor his good deed, 

And into her chamber shee did him lead, 
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And unarmed him anon thoe, 

And kist a hundred times and moe, 

And sayd, " sir, now all my lands 

I doe ceaze into thy hands, 810 

And all my goods I do thee give, 

And my bodye the whilest I live, 

And ffor to bee att your owne will 

Earlye, late, lowd, and 8011." 

He sayd, u Madam, godamercye 

ffor all the flavour you have granted mee ! 

But I must into ffarr countryee, 

More adventures ffor to see 

Until this twelve monthes be agoe, 

And then I will come you toe." 820 

Hee betooke her to the Heaven King. 

The ladye wept att their departinge. 

Hee leaped on his horsse, the soothe to say, 

And rode fforth on his journey ; 

And evermore he rode west 

Till a lane he ffound in a fforrest, 

And there came to him pricking a knight 

That well was armed, and on his horsse dight 

In armour that wold well endure, 

With ffine gold and rich azure, 830 

And three bores heads where therm, 

The which were of gold ffine j — 

Itt might well bee his owne, soones flell, 

ffor once hee woone them in battell ; — 

And he sayd, " villaine ! what dost thou here 

Within my fforrest to sloe my deere ? " 

Sir Degree answered him with words meeke, 

And sayes, " of thy deere I take noe keepe, 

But I am an adventurous knight, 

And I am goinge to seeke warr and flight." 840 

His flather answered and sayd sans ffell, 

" If thou be come ffor to seeke battell, 
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Buske thee shortlye in a stonde, 

ffor thy flellow thou hast ffounde." 

Then looke what flblly happened that tyde! 

The sonne againe the nether did ryde, 

And neither knew of other right ; 

And thus they began to flight. 

They smote together soe hard in soothe 

That their horsses bacckes brake bothe; 850 

And then they ffought on flbote in fere 

With hard strokes upon helmetts cleere. 

And this his flather amarveyled was 

Of his sword that was poyntles, 

And sayd to him anon-right, 

" Abyde awhile, thou gentle knight ! 

Where was thou borne, in what land ? " 

" Sir," hee sayd, " in England. 

A kings daughter is my mother; 

But I cannott tell who is my flather." 860 

" What is thy name ? " then sayes hee. 

" Sir, my name is Degree.'* 

" O, Sir Degree, thou art right welcome ! 

ffor well I know thou art my sonne. 

By that sword I know thee heere ; 

The poynt is in my potevere." 

Hee tooke the poynt and sett itt tooe, 

And they accorded both tooe. 

Soe long they have spoken together, 

Both the sonne and the flather, 870 

That they have both accorded att one, 

The flather and the sonne alone. 

Then went flforth Sir Degree 

With his owne flather trulye. 

Untill they might England see, 

They drew thither as they wold bee ; 

And when they to the Kings palace were come, 

They were welcome with all and some. 
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And there they Ladye spyed them over a wall, 

And to them shee began to call, 880 

And shee sayd, " my deere sonne, Sir Degree, 

Thou hast thy father brought with thee ! " 

" Now thankes be to God ! " sayd the Kinge, 

" fFor now I know with-out leasinge 

Who is Degrees flather indeede." 

The Ladye swooned in that steade. 

Then shee and her sonne were parted in twaine, 

fFor hee and shee were to nye of kinne ; 

And then this Knight wedded that ffayre Ladye 

Before all the lords in that countrye. 890 

And then went fforth Sir Degree, 

And soe did the King and all his meanye ; 

Unto the castle they roden in ffere — 

With a companye right flayre — 

Where dwelled this Ladye bright 

Which before he wan in flight. 

And there Sir Degree marryed that gay Ladye 

Before all the nobles in that countrye. 

And thus came the Knight out of his care. 

God grant us all well to flare I 900 
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DEATH AND LIFFE 

[First ffitt] 

Christ, Christen King • that on the Crosse tholed, 
Hadd paines and passyons • to deffend our soules, 
Give us grace on the ground • the greatlye to serve 
For that royall red blood • that rann ffrom Thy side, 
And take away of Thy winne word • as the world asketh, 
That is richer of renowne • rents or others. 
For boldnesse of body • nor blythenesse of hart, 
Coninge of clearkes • ne cost upon earth ; 
But all wasteth away • and worthes to nought. 
When death driveth att the doore • with his darts keene, i o 
Then noe truse can be taken • noe treasure on earth, 
But all lordshipps be lost * and the liffe both. 
If thou have pleased the Prince • that paradice weldeth, 
There is noe bearne borne • that may thy blisse recon ; 
But if thou have wrongffully wrought • and will not amend, 
Thou shalt byterlye bye • or else the Booke flayleth. 
Therfore begin in God • to greaten our workes, 
And in His ffaythflull Sonne • that ffreelye Him followed) 
In hope of the Holy Ghost * that yeeld shall never. 
God that is gracyous • and governe us all, 20 

Bringe us into blisse • that brought us out of ball ! 
Thus flared I through a ffryth • were flowers were manye, 
Bright bowes in the banke • breathed ffull sweete, 
The red rayling roses • the riches[t] of flowers, 
La[y]d broad on their bankes • with their bright leaves, 
And a river that was rich • runn over the greene 
With still sturring streames • that streamed mill bright. 
Over the glittering ground • as I there glode, 
Methought itt lenghtened my liffe • to looke on the 

bankes. 
Then among the fayre flowers • I setded me to sitt 30 

221 



Digitized by 



Google 



Under a huge hawthorne * that hore was of blossomes ; 
I bent my backe to the bole • and blenched to the 

streames. 
Thus prest I on apace • under the greene hawthorne. 
ffor breme of the birds • and breath of the fflowers, 
And what for waching and wakinge • and wandering 

about, 
In my seate where I sate * I sayed a sleepe, 
Lying edgelong on the ground • li[f]t all my selven, 
Deepe dreames and dright • drove mee to hart. 
Methought walking that I was • in a wood stronge, 
Upon a great mountaine • where mores were large, 40 
That I might see on everye side • seventeen miles, 
Both of woods and wasts • and walled townes, 
Comelye castles and cleare • with carven towers, 
Parkes and pallaces * and pastures mill many, 
All the world full of welth • winlye to behold. 
I sett me downe softlye • and sayd these words : 
" I will not kere out of kythe • before I know more." 
And I wayted me about • wonders to know, 
And [me] ffayrlye beffell • soe fayre me bethought ; 
I saw on the south syde • a seemelye sight, 50 

Of comelye knights full keene • and knights frull noble, 
Princes in the presse • proudlye attyred, 
Dukes that were doughtye • and many deere erles, 
Sweeres and swaynes • that swarmed flull thicke j 
There was neither hill nor holte • nor haunt there beside, 
But itt was planted ffull of people • the plaine and the 

roughe. 
There over that oste • estward I looked 
Into a boolish banke • the brightest of other, 
That shimered and shone * as the sheere heaven 
Throughe the light of a Ladye • that longed therin. 60 
Shee came cheereing frull comlye • with companye 

noble, 
Upon cleare clothes • were all of cleare gold, 
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Layd brode upon the bent • with brawders ffidl riche, 
Before that ffayre on the fleeld * where shee ffbrth passed. 
Shee was brighter of her blee * then was the bright sonn, 
Her rudd redder then the rose • that on the rise hangeth, 
Meekely smiling with her mouth • and merry in her lookes, 
Ever laughing for love • as shee like wold. 
And as shee came by the bankes • the boughes eche one 
They lowted to that Ladye • and layd forth their 

branches. 70 

Blossomes and burgens • breathed ffull sweete, 
fflowers flourished in the frith * where shee fforth stepedd, 
And the grasse that was gray • greened belive ; 
Breme birds on the boughes • busilye did singe, 
And all the wild in the wood • winlye they joyed. 
Kings kneeled on their knees • knowing that Ladye, 
And all the princes in the presse • and the proud dukes, 
Barrons and bachelours • all they bowed ffull lowe ; 
All profrereth her to please • the pore and the riche. 
Shee welcometh them ffull winlye * with words ffull 

hend, 80 

Both barnes and birds • beastes and fowles. 
Then that lowly Ladye • on land where shee standeth, 
That was comelye cladd • in kirtle and mantle 
Of goodlyest greene • that ever groome ware, 
For the kind of that cloth • can noe clarke tell ; 
And shee the most gracyous groome * that on the ground 

longed ; 
Of her druryes to deeme * to dull be my witts, 
And the price of her perrie • can no person tell j 
And the colour of her kirtle • was carven ffull lowe, 
That her blisfull breastes • bearnes might behold, 90 
With a naked necke • that neighed her till, 
That gave light on the land • as [l]eames of the sunn. 
All the kings christened • with their cleere gold 
Might not buy that ilke broche * that buckeled her 

mantle, 
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And the crownc on her head • was carven in heaven, 

With a scepter sett in her hand • of selcoth gemmes : 

Thus lovelye to looke upon • on land shee abydeth. 

Merry were the meanye • of men that shee had, 

Blyth bearnes of blee • bright as the sunn : 

Sir Comfort, that Knight • when the court dineth, ioo 

Sir Hope and Sir Hind • [that] sturdye beene both, 

Sir Liffe and Sir Likinge * and Sir Love alsoe, 

Sir Cunninge and Sir Curtesye • that curteous were of 

deeds, 
And Sir Honor over all • under her selven, 
A stout man and a staleworth • her steward, I-wisse. 
Shee had ladyes of love • longed her about : 
Dame Mirth, and Dame Meekenes • and Dame Mercy 

the hynd, 
Dallyance and Disport • two damsells ffull sweete, 
With all beawtye and blisse * bearnes to behold. 
There was minstrelsye made • in full many a wise, — no 
Who-soe had craft or cuninge • kindly to showe, — 
Both of birds and beastes • and bearnes in the leaves ; 
And ffishes of the fflood • ffaine of her were ; 
Birds made merrye with their mouth • as they in mind 

cold. 
Tho I was moved with that mirth • that marvell mee 

thought ; 
What woman that was • that all the world lowted, 
I thought speedylye to spye • speede if I might. 
Then I kered to a knight • Sir Comfort the good, 
Kneeling low on my knees • curteouslye him prayed. 
I willed him of his worshipp • to witt me the sooth 120 
Of yonder Ladye of Love • and of her royall meanye. 
Hee cherished me cheerlye • by cheeke and by chin, 
And sayd, " certes, my sonne • the sooth thou shalt knowe. 
This is my Lady Dame Lifle • that leadeth us all, 
Shee is worthy and wise • the welder of joye, 
Greatlye governeth the ground * and the greene grasse, 



224 



Digitized by 



Google 



Shee hath ffostered and ffed thee • sith thou was ffirst 

borne, 
And yett beffore thou wast borne • shee bred in thy hart. 
Thou art welcome, I-wisse • unto my winn Ladye. 
If thou wilt wonders witt • feare not to ffraine, 130 

And I shall kindlye thee ken • care thou noe more." 
Then I was fearfull enoughe • and ffaythffullye thought 
' That I shold l[e]ng with Dame Liffe • and love her for 

ever, 
There shall no man upon mold * my mind from her take 
For all the glitteringe gold • under the God of heaven.* 
Thus in liking this livinge • they longed the more 
Till that itt neighed neere noone • and one hower after 
There was rydinge and revell • that ronge in the bankes ; 
All the world was full woe • winne to behold. 
Or itt turned from twelve • till two of the clocke, 140 
Much of this melodye • was maymed and marde : 
In a nooke of the north . there was a noyse hard, 
As itt had beene a home . the highest of others, 
With the biggest bere • that ever bearne wist, 
And the burlyest blast • that ever blowne was, 
Throughe the rattlinge rout * runge over the ffeelds. 
The ground gogled for greeffe • of that grim dame ; 
I went nere out of my witt * for wayling care ; 
Yett I bode on the bent * and boldlye looked ; 
Once againe into the north • mine eye then I cast. 150 
I there saw a sight • was sorrowfull to behold, 
One of the uglyest ghosts • that on the earth gone. 
There was no man of this sight * but hee was afirayd, 
Soe grislye and great • and grim to behold, 
And a quintfull queene * came quakinge before, 
With a carved crowne on her head • all of pure gold, 
And shee the ffoulest ffreake * that formed was ever, 
Both of hide and hew • and heare alsoe. 
Shee was naked as my nayle • both above and belowe, 
Shee was lapped about • in linenn breeches. 160 
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A more fearflull face • no freake might behold ; 
For shee was long, and leane • and lodlye to see ; 
There was noe man on the mold • soe mightye of 

strenght, 
But a looke of that lady * and his liffe passed. 
His eyes farden as the fyer • that in the furnace burnes ; 
They were hollow in her head • with full heavye browes ; 
Her cheekes were leane • with lipps full side, 
With a marvelous mouth • foil of long tushes, 
And the nebb of her nose • to her navell hanged, 
And her lere like the lead • that latelye was beaten. 170 
Shee bare in her right hand • an unrid weapon, 
A bright burnisht blade • all bloody beronen, 
And in the left hand • like the legg of a grype, 
With the talents that were touchinge • and teenfoll 

enoughe. 
With that shee burnisht up her brand * and bradd out 

her geere ; 
And I for feare of that freake • ffell in a swond. 
Had not Sir Comfort come • and my care stinted, 
I had beene slaine with that sight * of that sorrowfoll 

ladye. 
Then he lowted to me low * and learned me well, 
Sayd, " Be thou not abashed • but abyde there a 

while ; 180 

Here may thou sitt and see • selcothes ffull manye. 
Yonder damsell is Death • that dresseth her to smyte. 
Loe, Pryde passeth before • and the price beareth, 
Many sorrowffull souldiers • following her fast after : 
Both Envye and Anger • in their yerne weeds, 
Morninge and Mone • Sir Mischeefe his ffere, 
Sorrow and Sicknesse * and Sikinge in hart ; 
All that were lothinge of their liffe • were lent to her 

court. 
When shee draweth up her darts • and dresseth her to 

smite, 
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There is no groome under God • may garr her to 

stint. 190 

Then I blushed to that bearne "• and balefullye looked : 
[S]he stepped forth barefooted • on the bents browne, 
The greene grasse in her gate • shee grindeth all to 

powder, 
Trees tremble for ffeare • and tipen to the ground, 
Leaves lighten downe lowe • and leaven their might, 
Fowles faylen to fflee • when they heard wapen, 
And the ffishes in the mood • ffaylen to swimme 
ffor dread of Dame Death • that dolefullye threates. 
With that shee hyeth to the hill • and the heard ffindeth : 
In the roughest of the rout • shee reacheth forth 

darts. 200 

There shee fell att the first fflappe • fifteen hundred 
Of comelyes queenes with crowne • and kings full noble, 
Proud princes in the presse • prestlye shee quellethe ; 
Of dukes that were doughtye • she dang out the braynes ; 
Merry maydens on the mold • shee mightilye killethe ; 
There might no weapon them warrant • nor no walled 

towne. 
Younge children in their craddle • they dolefullye dyen ; 
Shee spareth ffor no specyaltye • but spilleth the gainest ; 
The more woe shee worketh • more mightye shee 

seemeth. 
When my lady Dame Liffe • looked on her deeds, 210 
And saw how dolefullye • shee dunge downe her people, 
Shee cast up a crye • to the hye King of heaven ; 
And He hearkneth itt hendlye • in His hye throne, 
Hee called on Countenance • and bade his course take, 
" Ryde thou to the reschew • of yonder wrought ladye. 
Hee was bowne att His bidd • and bradd on his way. 
That wight, as the wind • that wappeth in the skye, 
He ran out of the rainebow • through the ragged clowds, 
And light on the land • where the lords lay slaine. 
And unto dolefull Death * he dresses him to speake ; 220 

227 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sayth : "Thou wrathefull queene • that ever woe worketh, 
Cease of thy sorrow • thy soveraigine commandeth, 
And let thy burnished blade * on the bent rest, 
That my lady Dame Liffe • her likinge may have." 
Then Death glowed and gran • for gryme of h[is] talke, 
But shee did as shee dained * durst shee noe other ; 
Shee pight the poynt of her sword • in the plaine earth, 
And with a looke full layeth • shee looked on the hills. 
Then my lady Dame Line * shee looketh full gay, 
Kyreth to Countenance * and him comelye thankes, 230 
Kissed kindlye that knight • then carped shee no more, 
But unto dolefull Death • shee dresseth her to speake, 
Sayth : " Thou woefull wretch • weaknesse of care, 
Bold birth full of bale • bringer of sorrowe, 
Dame daughter of the Devil • Death is thy name ; 
But if thy fare be th[e] fairer * the feend have thy soule. 
Couldest thou any cause ffind • thou kaitiffe wretch, 
That neither reason nor wright * may raigne with thy 

name? 
Why kills thou the body • that never care rought? 
The grasse nor the greene trees • greeved thee never, 240 
But come fforth in their kinds • Christyans to helpe, 
With all beawtye and blisse • that barne might devise. 
But of my meanye thou marreth * marveild I have 
How thou dare doe them to death • eche day soe manye, 
And the handy worke of Him • that heaven weldeth ! 
How keepeth thou His commandements • thou kaytiffe 

retch ? 
Wheras banely Hee them blessed • and biddeth them 

thrive, 
Waxe fforth in the word • and worth unto manye, 
And thou lett them of their leake • with thy lidder turnes ! 
But with wondering and with woe • thou waiteth them 

full yorne, 250 

And as a theefe in a rout • thou throngeth them to death, 
That neither nature, nor I * ffor none of thy deeds 
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May bring up our bearnes • their bale thee betyde! 
But if thou blinn of that bine • thou buy must full deere ; 
They may wary the weeke • that ever thou wast fformed." 
Then Death dolefullye • drew up her browes, 
Armed her to answer • and upright shee standeth, 
And sayd: "0,lovelye Liffe • [l]ea[v]e thou such wordes! 
Thou payneth thee with pratinge • to pray me to cease. 
Itt is reason and right • that I may rent take 260 

Thus to kill of the kind * both kings and dukes, 
Loyall ladds and livelye * of ilke sort some ; 
All shall drye with the dints • that I deale with my 

hands. 
I wold have kept the commandement • of the hye King 

of heaven, 
But the beanie itt brake • that thou bred up ffirst 
When Adam and Eve • of the earth were shapen, 
And were put into Paradice • to play with their selves, 
And were brought into blisse • bidd if they wold. 
He warned them nothing in the world • but a wretched 

branche 
Of the ffayntyest rrruit * that ever in fTrith grew ; 270 
Yett His bidding they brake • as the Booke recordeth. 
When Eve ffell to the ffruite • with mngars white, 
And plucked them of the plant • and poysoned them 

both, 
I was ffaine of that flray * my flawchyon I gryped, 
And delt Adam such a dint • that hee dolve ever after. 
Eve and her ofspring • I hitt them, I hope, 
For all the musters that they made • I mett with them 

once. 
Therfore, Liffe, thou me leave • I love thee but a litle ; 
I hate thee and thy houshold • and thy hyndes all I 
Mee gladdeth not of their glee • nor of their gay 

lookes; 280 

Att thy dallyance and thy disport • noe dayntye I have ; 
Thy frayre liffe and thy ffairenesse • ffeareth me but litle j 
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Thy blisse is my bale • brevelye of others, 

There is no game under heaven • soe gladlye I wishe 

As to have a slapp with my flawchyon • att thy fayre 



state.** 



Second ffitt 

Then Liffe on the land • ladylike shee speakes, 

Sayth : " These words thou hast wasted • wayte thou no 

other; 
Shall thy bitter brand never • on my body byte. 
I am grounded in God • and grow for evermore ; 
But to these men of the mold • marvell me thinketh 290 
In whatt hole of thy hart • thou thy wrath keepeth. 
Where joy and gentlenesse • are joyned together 
Betweene [a] wight and his wiffe • and his winne children, 
And when fraith and flellowshipp • are ffastened ffor aye, 
Love and charitye • which our Lord likethe, 
Then thou waleth them with wracke • and wratheffully 

beginneth ; 
Uncurteouslye thou cometh • unknowne of them all, 
And lacheth away the land • that the lord holdeth, 
Or woryes his wiffe • or waits downe his children. 
Mikle woe thus thou waketh • where mirth was 

before. 300 

This is a deed of the Devill • Death, thou usest ; 
But if thou leave not thy lake • and learne thee a better, 
Thou wilt lach att the last • a lothelich name.** 
" Doe away, damsell," quoth Death • " I dread thee 

nought ! 
Of my losse that I losse • lay thou noe thought ; 
Thou prove[s]t mee full prestlye • of many proper thinge; 
I have not all kinds soe ill * as thou me upbraydest ; 
Where I wend on my way • the world will depart, 
Bearnes wold be over bold • bales ffor to want, 
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The Seven Sinnes for to serve • and sett them full 

ever, 310 

And give no glory unto God • that sendeth us all grace. 
If the dint of my dart • deared them never, 
To lett them worke all their will • itt were litle joy. 
Shold I for their fayrnesse • their ffoolishnes allowe, 
My Liffe (give thou me leave) • noe leed upon earth 
But I shall master his might * mauger his cheekes 
As a conquerour keene • biggest of other, 
To deale dolefull dints * and doe as my list ; 
For I fayled never in fight * but I the ffeild wan, 
Sith the ffirst flreake • that formed was ever, 320 

And will not leave till the last bee • on the beere layd. 
But sitt sadlye, [m]y Liffe • and soothe thou shalt know. 
If ever any man upon mold • any mirth had, 
That leaped away with thee, Line • and laughed me to 

scorne, 
But I dang them with my dints • unto the derffe earthe. 
Both Adam and Eve * and Abell, I killed ; 
Moyses and Methasula * and the meeke Aronn 
Josua and Joseph * and Jacob the smoothe, 
Abraham and Isace * and Esau the roughe ; 
Sauell, for all his [sljingers • I slew with my hands, 330 
And Jonathan, his gentle sonne • in Gilboa hills ; 
David dyed on the dints • that I delt oft, 
Soe did Salomon his sonne * that was sage holden, 
And Alexander also • to whom all the world lowted ; 
In the middest of his mirth * I made him to bow ; 
The hye honor that he had • helped him but litle ; 
When I swang him on the swire • to swelt him behoved. 
Arthur of England • and Hector the keene, 
Both Lancelott and Leonades * with other leeds manye, 
And Galla[had] the good knight * and Gawaine the 

hynde, 340 

And all the rowte I rent • ffrom the Round Table : 
Was none soe hardye nor soe hye • soe holy nor soe wicked, 

231 



Digitized by 



Google 



But I burst them with my brand • and brought them 

assunder. 
How shold any wight weene * to winn me on ground ? 
Have not I justed gentlye • with Jesu of heaven ? 
He was frayd of my flace • in {freshest of time, 
Yett I knocked Him on the Crosse • and carved throughe 

his hart." 
And with that shee cast of her crowne • and kneeled 

downe lowe 
When shee [nem]ned the name • of that noble Prince ; 
Soe did Liffe upon land * and her leeds all 350 

Both of heaven and of earth • and of hell ffeends, 
All they lowted downe lowe • their Lord to honor. 
Then Liffe kneeled on her knees • with her crowne in 

her hand, 
And looketh up a long while • towards the hye heaven ; 
Shee riseth upp rudlye • and dresseth her to speake, 
Shee calleth to her companye • and biddeth them come 

neere, 
Both kings and queenes • and comelye dukes : 
" Worke wiselye by your witts • my words to heare 
That I speake ffor your speed • and spare itt noe longer." 
Then shee turneth to them . and talketh these 

words, 360 

Shee sayth : " Dame Death, of thy deeds • now is thy 

doome shapen 
Through thy wittles words • that thou hast carped, 
Which thou makest with thy mouth • and mightylye 

avowes. 
Thou hast blowen thy blast • breemlye abroade 
How hast thou wasted this world • sitn wights were first, 
Ever murthered and marde * thou makes thy avant. 
Of one point lett us prove * or wee part in sunder : 
How didest thou just att Jerusalem • with Jesu my 

Lord, 
Where thou deemed his death • in one dayes time? 
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There was thou shamed, and shent • and stripped ffor 

aye! 370 

When thou saw the King come • with the Crosse on 

His shoulder; 
On the top of Calvarye • thou earnest Him against ; 
Like a traytour untrew • treason thou thought ; 
Thou layd upon my leege Lord • lotheliche hands, 
Sithen beate Him on His body • and buffetted Him 

rightlye, 
Till the railinge red blood • ran from His sides, 
Sith rent Him on the rood • with ffull red wounds. 
To all the woes that Him wasted • I wott not ffew, 
Tho[u]deemedst to have beene dead • and dressed forever. 
But, Death, how didst thou then • with all thy derffe 

words, 380 

When thou prickedst att His pappe • with the poynt of 

a speare, 
And touched the tabernackle • of His trew hart 
Where my bower was bigged ' to abyde for ever? 
When the glory of His Godhead * glented in thy face, 
Then was thou feard of this fere * in thy false hart ; 
Then thou hyed into hell hole • to hyde thee belive ; 
Thy fawchon flew out of thy fist • soe fast thou thee 

hyed; 
Thou durst not blushe once backe • for better or worsse, 
But drew thee downe ffull • in that deepe hell, 
And bade them barre bigglye • Belzebub his gates. 390 
Then they told them tydands • that teened them sore, 
How that King came • to kithen His strenght, 
And how Hee had beaten thee on thy bent • and thy 

brand taken, 
With everlasting liffe • that longed Him till. 
Then the sorrow was ffull sore • att Sathans hart; 
Hee threw ffeends in the fryer • many ffell thousands ; 
And, Death, thou dange itt on • whilest thou dree might ; 
For ffalte of thy ffawchyon • thou fought with thy hand. 
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Bost this never of thy red deeds • thou ravished bitche ! 
Thou may shrinke for shame * when the sooth 

heares. 400 

Then I leapt to my Lord • that caught me upp soone, 
And all wounded as Hee was • with weapon in hand 
He fastened foote upon earth • and ffollowed thee ffast 
Till He came to the cave • that cursed was holden. 
He abode before Barathron • that bearne, while He liked, 
That was ever merke as midnight • with mourninge and 

sorrowe ; 
He cast a light on the land • as [l]eames o[f] the sunn. 
Then cryed that King • with a cleere steven, 
" Pull open your ports • you princes within ! 
Here shall come in the King • crowned with joy, 410 
Which is the hyest burne • in battell to smite." 
There was ffleringe of ffeends • throughe the fyer gaynest, 
Hundreds hurled on heapes • in holes about ; 
The broad gates, all of brasse • brake all in sunder, 
And the King with His Crosse • came in before. 
He leapt unto Lucifer • that Lord himselfe, 
Then He went to the tower • where chaynes were manye, 
And bound him soe biglye • that hee for bale rored. 
Death, thou daredst that day • and durst not be seene 
ffor all the glitering gold * under God himselven. 420 
Then to the tower Hee went • where chanes are many ; 
Hee tooke Adam and Eve • out of the old world, 
Abraham and Isacc • and all that Hee wold, 
David, and Danyell • and many deare bearnes 
That were put into prison • and pained ffiill long. 
He betooke me the treasure * that never shall have end, 
That never danger of death * shold me deere after. 
Then wee wenten fforth • winlye together, 
And left the dungeon of devills • and thee, Death, in 

the middest. 
And now thou prickes ffor pride • praising thy 

selvenl 430 
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Therfore bee not abashed * my barnes soe deere, 
Of her ffauchyon soe ffeirce * nor of her flell words. 
Shee hath noe might, nay no meane • no more you to 

greeve, 
Nor on your comelye corsses • to clapp once her hands. 
I shall looke you mill livelye • and latche mill well, 
And keere yee ffurtherof this kithe* above the cleare skyes. 
If yee love well the L[ord] • that light in the Mayden, 
And be christened with creame • and in your creede 

beleeve, 
Have no doubt of yonder Death • my deare children ; 
For yonder Death is damned • with devills to dwell, 440 
Where is wondering, and woe • and wayling ffor sorrow. 
Death was damned that day * daring mill still. 
Shee hath no might, nay no maine * to meddle with 

yonder ost, 
Against everlasting Liffe • that ladye soe true." 
Then my lady Dame Liffe * with lookes soe gay, 
That was comelye cladd • with christall and mantle, 
All the dead on the ground • doughtilye shee rayseth 
Fairer by two ffold • then they before were. 
With that shee hyeth over the hills • with hundreds ffull 

manye. 
I wold have ffollowed on that faire • but no further 

I might; 450 

What with wandering and with woe • I waked belive. 
Thus fared I throw a ffrith • in a ffiesh time, 
Where I sayd a sleepe • in a slade greene ; 
There dreamed I the dreame • which dread all befrighted. 
But Hee that rent all was on the rood • riche itt himselven, 
And bring us to His blisse • with blessings enowe ! 
Therto Jesu of Jerusalem • grant us Thy grace, 
And save there our howse • holy for ever ! Amen ! 

ffinis 
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